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SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH 

CHAPTER  I. 

"^ 

'  Wolves  or  Cossacks  ?' 

The  driver  stood  up  in  the  fore  part  of 
the  sledge,  steadying  himself  with  his  whip 
hand  by  the  leather  hood  which  pro- 
tected  his  passengers — a  man  in  a  conical 
Tartar  cap  of  astrachan,  overlapped  at  the 
ears  by  the  collar  of  a  huge  sheepskin  coat, 
leaving  nothing  of  his  lace  visible  but  a 
pair  of  ferret  eyes,  a  red  snub  nose,  and  a 
bristling  moustache,  rigid  with  his  frozen 
breath.      With    a   shake    of   the    reins    and    a 
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guttural  scream  he  put  the  three  horses  to 
a  gallop,  and  then  turned  sharply  to  scan 
the  plain  behind. 

Nothing  there  but  a  vast  undulating  sweep 
of  snow,  stretching  away  without  visible 
break  to  the  black  sky  which  sharply  defined 
the  horizon,  and  the  diminishing  line  of  tele- 
graph-poles marking  the  track  through  the 
desert  :  nothing  save  a  tiny  patch  beyond 
the  vanishing  point  of  the  telegraph-poles, 
which  miofht  have  been  a  bush  or  a 
rock. 

One  of  the  passengers  crept  out  from  the 
interior  of  the  sledge  and  stood  up  beside 
the  driver.  As  he  rose  to  his  feet  the  hood 
struck  back  his  fur  cap.  His  hair  on  one  side 
of  the  head  hung  in  long  black  wisps  ;  on  the 
other  it  was  quite  short.  It  needed  but  that 
to  show  that  he  was  a  '  brodyag  ' — an  escaped 
Siberian  convict. 

'  What  is  it  ?'  he  asked.     '  I  see  nothing,' 
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after  looking  across  the  snow  for  a  minute  in 
silence. 

'  Beyond  the  telegraph-poles,'  answered  the 
driver,  pointing  with  his  whip. 

The  passenger  bent  his  black  eyebrows  and 
fixed  his  eyes  intently.  '  Beyond  the  trees  ?' 
he  asked. 

'Watch  that.  If  it  is  a  tree,  you  will 
cease  to  see  it  in  five  minutes  ;  if  it  grows 
bigger,  you  may  know  it  for  wolves  or 
Cossacks.' 

He  watched  till  pink  flames  seemed  to  leap 
from  the  blinding  snow,  but  through  them  he 
saw  the  patch  still  grow  larger  and  more 
distinct.  He  turned,  looking  slowly  round 
the  horizon,  despite  the  icy  blasts  that  struck 
like  a  flight  of  needles  upon  the  sensitive  skin 
about  his  eyes.  Nothing  there  but  that  vast 
plain  of  snow  under  the  leaden  canopy  of 
cloud  and  the  line  of  telegraph-poles  thinning 
down  to  a  thread  in  the  distance.      '  How  far 
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is  it  to  a  village?'  he' asked,  thinking  of 
wolves. 

'  Thirty  versts.' 

'  And  the  woods  V — thinking  of  Cossacks. 

1  Fifty.  Before  we  are  half  the  distance 
Cossacks  or  wolves  will  overtake  us.' 

The  driver  threw  himself  down  in  his  seat 
screaming  at  the  horses,  and  cracked  his  whip 
in  a  long  volley  over  their  heads.  With 
despair  in  his  face,  the  passenger  crept  back 
under  the  hood.  On  the  further  extremity  of 
the  sledge  sat  his  father,  an  old  man  with  a 
long  silvery  beard  and  closed  eyes  ;  next  to 
him  his  daughter,  a  young  girl  with  a  thin, 
careworn  face,  low-growing,  chestnut-red 
hair,  and  under  her  tine  black  eyebrows  eyes 
made  more  lustrous,  large  and  dark  by  uncer- 
tain terror. 

She  could  not  speak  for  fear,  but  as  her 
father  seated  himself  and  drew  up  the  skins  for 
warmth  to  still  the  convulsive  trembling  that 
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shook  him  like  an  ague,  she  put  her  hand  upon 
his  arm  and  looked  appealingly  into  his  face. 

'It  will  be  all  over  in  an  hour,'  he  said. 
4  We  can't  escape.  Wolves  or  Cossacks,  it 
hardly  matters  which  we  fall  to.  As  well  to 
be  torn  to  pieces  by  the  beasts  as  to  be  taken 
back  to  the  mines  and  the  prison.' 

'  Better,'  said  the  girl,  bending  her  head,  as 
she  thought  with  loathing  of  the  overcrowded 
Kameras,  where  men  and  women  were  penned 
up  with  nothing  but  the  foul  floor  for  a  rest- 
ing-place, and  in  an  atmosphere  laden  with 
the  stench  of  typhus  and  corruption. 

'  God  of  Israel  !'  muttered  the  man,  in  a 
tone  of  bitter  imprecation. 

The  driver  got  upon  his  feet  again.  Father 
and  daughter  sat  as  if  spellbound,  waiting  for 
the  verdict  to  come  from  his  lips.  They  were 
not  kept  long  in  uncertainty. 

'  Cossacks  !'  said  the  driver,  at  the  first 
glance  backward. 
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The  father  caught  his  daughter's  hand  and 
strained  it  to  his  heart,  as  if  the  end  had 
already  come.  Only  the  old  man  seemed 
unmoved  by  the  terror  of  their  situation.  His 
attitude  of  philosophic  calm,  of  stoic  resigna- 
tion, was  unchanged.  He  was  the  first  to 
speak  when  the  driver,  seated  again,  had 
exhausted  his  energy  in  shrieking  at  the 
horses  and  cracking  his  whip. 

'  Petrovitch  is  a  liar,'  he  said.  ■  There  is 
a  chance  of  escape,  or  he  wouldn't  waste  his 
breath  upon  the  horses.  The  wind  is  fuller 
on  my  face.  What  does  that  mean,  Laban — 
you  who  have  eyes  ?' 

'  It  is  true  ;  we  are  swerving  from  the  track.' 

The  driver,  questioned,  pointed  his  whip  to 
windward,  where  the  line  of  the  horizon  was 
lost  and  the  plain  faded  imperceptibly  into 
the  clouds,  and  said,  '  A  storm  is  coming.  If 
we  can  reach  that  before  the  Cossacks  overtake 
us  we  may  escape.' 
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'  Then  why  make  this  long  curve  ?  Why 
not  strike  across  in  a  straight  line  ?' 

' 1  know  what  I'm  about,'  growled  the 
driver.  '  My  skin's  as  good  as  yours,  to  me. 
While  we  seem  to  be  following  the  road  they'll 
stick  to  the  poles,  and  every  yard  is  a  gain  to 
us.  A  sudden  turn  would  betray  us,  and 
they'd  cut  across  to  intercept  us  ;  there  we 
should  lose.' 

The  wiry  little  horses  kept  to  their  pace  ; 
the  runners  of  the  sledge  sang  on  the  frozen 
snow  ;  their  distance  from  the  lines  of  poles 
widened  ;  the  cloud  grew  blacker  over  their 
heads  and  nearer  ;  now  and  then  a  flake  of 
snow  swept  under  the  hood  —  a  welcome 
forerunner  of  the  coming  storm.  Presently 
Petrovitch,  after  craning  out  to  windward, 
abruptly  turned  his  horses  into  the  teeth  of 
the  wind.  The  Cossacks  had  discovered  their 
intention,  and  were  edging  widely  from  the 
track  to  intercept  them. 
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Leaning  for.ward,  Laban  and  his  daughter 
made  them  out  distinctly — a  body,  ten  or  a 
dozen  strong,  heading  directly  on  their  course. 
If  there  had  been  any  doubt  as  to  their  pur- 
pose before,  there  could  be  none  now  :  they 
were  clearly  in  pursuit. 

The  air  was  thickening  with  snowflakes. 
Occasionally  a  gust,  laden  with  piercing  ice 
points,  met  them  with  such  fury  that  the 
horses  seemed  unable  to  make  way  against  it. 
The  hood  caught  the  wind  like  a  sail,  oppos- 
ing a  force  almost  equal  to  that  of  the  strain- 
ing horses.  With  each  rebuff  they  lost 
ground. 

'  Another  squall  like  that  and  the  Cossacks 
will  be  upon  us,'  said  the  driver.  '  Mind,'  he 
added,  turning  to  those  under  the  hood,  'when 
they  call  to  me  I  must  stop.' 

The  words  came  clearly  enough  to  them, 
but  when  Laban  strove  to  reply,  the  wind 
stifled  his  voice  in  his  throat.      Packing-  the 
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skins  closer  about  his  daughter,  who  seemed 
to  be  losing  consciousness  under  the  benumb- 
ing influences  of  the  driving  wind  and  an 
inevitable  fate,  Laban  crept  out  to  the  side  of 
Petrovitch.  The  nearest  Cossack  was  not  a 
hundred  yards  behind. 

'  You  must  turn  your  deaf  ear  to  the  Cos- 
sacks, Petrovitch,'  he  called. 

'  It  wont  pay,'  answered  the  man,  shaking 
his  head.     '  I've  done  my  best.' 

'  But  it  will  pay.  Only  get  us  to  Vladi- 
vostock.' 

'  Vladivostock,'  grunted  the  driver,  with 
a  sniff  and  a  jerk  of  the  head.  '  What  will 
you  give  now  V 

1  We  have  nothing  now — not  a  rouble. 
You've  had  all — every  kopeck.' 

'  So  much  the  worse  for  you.' 

'  For  mercy's  sake,  Petrovitch  !  Have  you 
no  pity  for  a  blind  old  man  and  a  helpless 
girl  ?' 
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'  As  much  pity  as  you  have.  Look  you, 
it's  easier  for  you  to  save  them  than  for  me.' 

'  How  ?' 

1  The  horses  are  spent.  The  load  is  more 
than  they  can  drag.     Lighten  it.' 

(  Lighten  it  !'  echoed  Laban  faintly,  with  a 
perception  of  the  man's  meaning. 

'  It's  you — not  the  old  man  and  the  girl — 
they're  after.  Drop  out  :  the  Cossacks  will 
have  all  they  need,  and  I  promise  to  save  your 
father  and  daughter.' 

Laban  turned  his  eyes  upon  the  old  head 
and  the  young  bent  before  the  fury  of  the 
storm,  and  realized  for  the  first  time,  now 
that  it  was  so  close  at  hand,  the  meaning  of 
death  —  the  breaking  away  of  heart  from 
heart,  the  end  of  all  earthly  love  and  hope. 
In  that  moment,  like  a  flash,  the  thousand 
miseries  they  had  endured  passed  across  his  re- 
membrance and  nerved  his  quivering  heart  with 
the  power  to  redeem  his   j3ast.     The  misery 
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he  had  brought  upon  his  child  was  not  to  be 
undone,  but  the  misery  of  the  future  might 
be  averted  by  one  last  unselfish  act.  Merely 
to  meet  his  fate  a  little  earlier  was  not 
much,  yet  how  hard  to  do !  He  yearned  at 
this  last  moment  to  go  in  and  touch  his 
child's  hand  again,  but  the  hoarse  shout  of 
a  Cossack  calling  upon  the  driver  to  stop 
warned  him  that  there  was  no  time  even 
for  a  farewell,  and,  without  a  word,  he  rose 
to  his  feet  and  sprang  out  of  the  sledge  into 
the  snow. 

Sensible  of  a  difference  in  their  load,  the 
horses  bounded  forward,  and  plunged  bravely 
through  a  very  wall  of  snow  borne  along  on 
a  whirling  blast.  When  the  blinding  drift 
had  passed,  Petrovitch,  looking  back,  could 
hardly  distinguish  the  Cossacks  in  the  snowy 
whirlwind  that  enveloped  them.  An  officer 
alone  had  charged  through  and  kept  up  the 
pursuit. 
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Urged  by  fear,  by  greed  of  gain,  and  some 
better  motive  maybe,  Petrovitch  did  his  best 
to  get  away,  and  lent  his  deaf  ear  to  the  shout 
of  the  officer,  now  close  upon  him.  But  the 
drifted  snow  clocked  the  sledge,  the  horses 
could  go  no  further,  and  now,  within  a 
couple  of  yards  of  the  cowering  driver,  the 
officer  levelled  his  revolver  and  tired. 

With  a  scream,  Petrovitch  threw  up  his 
arms,  and  falling  sidelong  from  the  sledge, 
spattered  the  white  snow  with  his  life-blood. 


CHAPTER  II. 

'  Who  is  that  good-looking,  middle-aged  man 
with  the  dark  eyes  and  moustache  ?' 

'David  McAllister.' 

'  A  Scotsman  ?' 

'  Yes,  with  a  large  percentage  of  Jewish 
blood  in  his  veins.' 

'  Looks  an  able  man.' 

'  He  is.  A  man  of  great  ability — great 
adaptability  especially.  He  attributes  his 
success  in  life  to  that.  Most  of  us  have  a 
couple  of  identities.  The  man  in  business 
and  the  man  in  his  house  or  at  his  club  are 
separate  individuals.  McAllister  has  at  least 
three  personalities.     In  Onslow  Square,  where 
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he  lives,  he  is  Mr.  David  McAllister,  an 
excellent  husband  and  father,  an  admirable 
host,  with  an  inexhaustible  fund  of  reliable 
information,  which  makes  him  an  invaluable 
acquaintance  to  a  crowd  of  people  far  above 
him  in  the  social  scale.  In  Fleet  Street  he 
is  known  simply  as  McAllister,  editor  of 
the  Financial  Guide;  on  'Change  he  is  still 
McAllister,  a  clear-headed,  careful  Scot.  But, 
east  of  Bishopsgate  Street,  McAllister  dis- 
appears, and  he  is  known  only  as  Mr.  David, 
the  Jew  philanthropist  and  reformer.  He 
has  pulled  down  one  half  of  the  Jewish 
quarter,  and  intends  to  pall  down  the  other 
half.  Ten  years  ago  Petticoat  Lane  and  the 
network  of  slums  about  it  were  the  vile 
nursery  of  disease  and  crime ;  now — well, 
you  should  just  see  his  lodging-houses  for  the 
poor.' 

'  Makes  philanthropy  pay,  I  suppose  ?' 

*  He  says  it  does,   and  that's  the  greatest 
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incentive  one  can  give  to  the  charitable  efforts 
of  others.' 

Leaving  his  brougham  in  Bishopsgate 
Street,  Mr.  David  McAllister  walked  up 
Widegate  Street  to  the  office  of  his  works 
in  Sandy's  Kow.  Passing  through  the  outer 
office,  in  which  four  or  five  clerks  were 
busily  occupied  behind  a  long  desk,  he  per- 
ceived an  old  man  with  a  white  beard,  in  a 
long  sheepskin  coat,  seated  in  an  attitude  of 
stolid  patience  beside  a  young  woman,  whose 
face  was  concealed  by  a  thick  veil  of  crape. 
Without  pausing,  he  passed  into  his  private 
room,  followed  by  Mr.  Phillips,  his  managing 
clerk. 

'  Morning,  Mr.  David,  sir,'  said  Phillips, 
swiftly  closing  the  door.  '  The  two  parties 
outside  want  to  see  you.  They've  been 
waiting  pretty  near  three  hours.  I  don't 
know  what  their    business    is  ;  I    think  they 
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are  Eussians,  sir — Zassoulich,  or  some  such 
name.' 

Mr.  David  nodded  comprehensively,  and 
said,  '  Wait  a  minute,  Phillips,'  as  he  seated 
himself  before  his  table  and  unlocked  the 
drawer. 

He  took  out  a  pile  of  letters  and  turned 
them  over  one  bj  one  until  he  came  to  a 
sheet  written  in  a  particularly  neat  Hebrew 
hand.  This  he  detached  and  read  through 
carefully.  It  was  from  Benjamin  Zimmer- 
man, a  correspondent  in  Hamburg — a  letter 
of  advice,  preparing  him  for  the  visit  of 
the  Eussians  who  were  now  waiting  in  the 
office  to  see  him.  It  is  a  great  saving  of 
time  to  a  business  man  to  know  before- 
hand the  kind  of  people  he  has  to  deal 
with,  and  frequently  it  obviates  misunder- 
standing. 

'  You  can  show  them  in  now,  Phillips,'  he 
said,  having  read  the  letter  through  ;  and  as 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  17 

his  manager  withdrew  he  folded  the  letter 
and  put  it  in  an  inner  pocket,  replacing  the 
rest  in  the  drawer  and  turning  the  key  upon 
them. 

Phillips  re-entered,  admitting  the  visitors. 
On  the  threshold  the  old  man  uncovered, 
murmuring  a  word  in  HebreAV,  and  the  young 
woman  raised  her  veil.  Mr.  David  McAllister, 
who  had  a  nice  taste  in  art,  was  struck  by  the 
picturesque  tableau  before  him.  It  reminded 
him  of  the  well-known  picture  of  '  The  Blind 
Beo-o-ar,'  with  this  difference — that  the  blind 
man  was  even  more  noble  in  appearance,  and 
the  girl  infinitely  more  beautiful,  than  the 
subject  of  that  over-idealized  painting.  They 
seemed  to  compel  homage,  and  he  bowed  low, 
dismissing  Phillips  with  a  glance  as  he  raised 
his  head. 

'  My  grandfather ;  this  is  Mr.  David 
McAllister,'  said  the  girl,  leading  the  old 
man  forward. 

vol.  1.  2 
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Her  voice  was  low  and  musical,  and  she 
spoke  English  with  a  little  difficulty  over  the 
th,  but  with  a  slow,  clear  articulation  of  each 
syllable  that  harmonized  with  her  air  of 
delicate  refinement. 

The  old  man  drew  a  letter  from  his  breast 
and  held  it  out,  raising  his  head  as  if  seeing 
a  ray  of  light. 

'  I  am  not  yet  used  to  the  dark.  I  am  blind. 
Pardon  me,'  he  said,  with  a  foreign  accent 
even  less  noticeable  than  his  grand-daughter's, 
4  I  have  the  honour  to  present  this  letter  to 
you  ;  it  is  from  Mr.  Benjamin  Zimmerman,  of 
Hamburg/ 

1  Zimmerman — an  old  friend  of  mine.  Be 
seated,  I  beg.' 

David  McAllister  placed  a  chair  for  the 
young  lady  with  unusual  embarrassment. 
Her  beauty  was  bewildering.  Never  had  he 
seen  such  deep,  pathetic  eyes,  a  face  so 
exquisitely    modelled,    or    brow    so    like    the 
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classical  ideal,  with  low,  rippling  lines  of 
chestnut  hair. 

He  opened  the  letter  and  read  it  half 
aloud  : 

'  Great  pleasure  in  recommending  to  your 
generous  sympathy  Mr.  Ivan  Zassoulich  and 
his  granddaughter  Olga,  whose  terrible 
experiences  in  escaping  from  Siberia  will 
undoubtedly  excite  the  interest  and  arouse 
the  indignation  of  all  who  respect  humanity 
and  condemn  the  infamous  practice  of  despotic 
power.  When  you  have  heard  from  their 
own  lips  the  story  of  their  wrongs,  I  am 
certain  you  will  employ  your  influence  to 
reinstate  them  in  that  social  position  from 
which  they  have  been  displaced.' 

David  McAllister  closed  the  letter  with 
some  commonplace  words  of  sympathy  and 
surprise  :  the  old  man  interrupted  him  : 

'  Wait  till  you  have  heard  of  my  wrongs, 
then  judge  if  we  are  unworthy  of  your  help. 
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I  am  Ivan  Zassoulich  :  this  is  Olga,  my 
grandchild.  We  lived  in  Moscow.  We  were 
rich — not  alone  in  worldly  possessions,  but 
in  the  love  of  many  friends  and  the  respect 
of  all  who  knew  us.  I  had  a  son  and  this 
poor  child  a  father.  She  is  now  an  orphan, 
and  I  have  nothing  in  the  wide  world  but 
what  I  owe  to  the  charity  of  your  friend 
Zimmerman. 

'  It  came  about  in  this  way.  My  son  was 
suspected  of  complicity  in  a  political  intrigue. 
One  evening  the  police  made  a  descent  upon 
us.  We  were  then  at  our  country  house  near 
the  source  of  the  Volga  :  it  was  summer. 
They  came  in  from  the  garden  through  the 
open  window.  We  gave  up  our  keys,  my  son 
and  I,  but  our  poor  child,  Olga,  terrified  out 
of  all  reason,  attempted  to  conceal  a  photo- 
graph of  Vera  Figner,  on  which  were  a  few 
words  written  to  her  friend  by  that  unhappy 
girl  the  day  before  her  arrest.      Look  at  my 
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grandchild  ;    you    will    see    that    she   cannot 
dissemble.' 

David  McAllister  glanced  at  Olga.  The 
girl  sat  as  if  overcome  with  the  painful 
recollections  of  the  past — her  head  bowed,  the 
lingers  of  her  folded  hands  twitching  nervously 
upon  her  lap. 

;  Her  face  betrayed  her  :  her  hand  was  on 
her  bosom.  The  officer,  a  young  man,  re- 
gardless of  her  age  and  sex,  seized  her  by  the 
arm,  and  made  a  brutal  attempt  to  search  her. 
My  son,  wrought  to  fury  by  this  outrage, 
caught  up  a  knife  from  the  table,  attacked  the 
wretch,  and  rescued  Olga.  The  police  set 
upon  him.  He  was  overpowered  and  carried 
away  a  prisoner  with  his  daughter.  What  I, 
an  old  man,  could  do,  I  did.  I  appealed  to 
the  Governor.  Pointing  to  the  photograph  of 
Vera  Figner,  he  said  that  justified  the  action 
of  the  police,  a  but  nothing,"  added  he,  "can 
justify  your  son's  attack  upon  an  officer  of  the 
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Tzar."  I  spoke  my  mind  plainly  to  him.  To 
my  friends  outside  I  appealed  for  help,  with  a 
result  that  might  have  been  foreseen. 

'  As  I  was  leaving  my  house  for  Moscow, 
I  was  arrested  and  thrown  into  prison  with 
my  children .  Hoping  to  be  tried,  that  we 
might  prove  our  innocence  of  any  plot  against 
the  Government,  we  lay  in  prison  three 
months  ;  then  came  the  administrative  order, 
by  which  we  were  deprived  of  all  civil  rights 
and  sentenced  to  imprisonment  for  life  in  the 
mines  of  Kara,  In  a  gang,  composed  chiefly 
of  felons,  thieves,  murderers,  and  villains  of 
the  lowest  and  most  repulsive  kind,  we  started 
in  the  autumn  on  that  awful  march  of  over 
three  thousand  miles.  The  only  difference 
made  in  our  treatment  was  that,  in  deference 
to  our  rank,  we  were  spared  the  agony  of 
marching  in  irons,  and  when  this  poor  child 
and  I  could  no  longer  walk,  we  were  put  with 
the  sick  in  '  telegas  ' — carts  without  springs — 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  23 

but  when  the  day's  march  was  ended  we  fared 
with  the  rest. 

'  At  the  stations  on  the  road  the  gang  was 
disbanded.  Then  followed  a  rush  like  the 
stampede  of  wild  beasts,  the  strong  beating 
down  and  trampling  over  the  weak  in  the 
struggle  to  get  a  place  on  the  sleeping  bench. 
Near  upon  two  thousand  people  were  penned 
in  dens  to  accommodate  eight  hundred.  Oh ! 
the  stench  of  those  etapes — the  loathsome 
uncleanliness ' 

'No,  no!'  remonstrated  Olga,  laying  her 
hand  imploringly  upon  the  old  man's  arm. 

'  Enough,  my  child.  I  will  say  no  more. 
But  I  must  speak — the  world  must  know  of 
these  things.' 

'  Not  now.' 

'  So  be  it.  It  was  winter  when  we  reached 
Siberia.  One  day  the  glaring  snow  grew 
black.  I  thought  I  had  been  left  there  alone. 
I  could  see  no  one.     I  was  blind.     My  reason 
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seemed  to  be  going  with  my  sight.  I  was  a 
month  in  a  lazaretto.  Then  we  marched  again 
on  that  route  that  appeared  to  have  no  end — 
Olga  and  I — until  we  reached  Kara  and  re- 
joined my  son.  He  had  news  for  us.  Our 
friends  in  Moscow  had  not  forgotten  us.  The 
Princess  Eosovski  had  sent  out  her  steward, 
a  man  named  Petrovitch,  with  money  and 
certain  papers  to  enable  us  to  escape.  This 
Petrovitch  was  a  thief  and  a  liar.' 

'  But  we  did  not  know  it  then/  said  Olga, 
raising  her  head. 

'  No  ;  he  deceived  us  from  the  beginning 
to  the  end.  The  Princess  had  obtained  an 
order  to  allow  us  to  circulate  freely  in  Siberia 
— a  tacit  permission,  in  fact,  to  escape  from 
the  country  if  we  could.  These  papers  were 
strictly  in  order,  signed  by  the  authorities  of 
St.  Petersburg  ;  but  Petrovitch,  for  his  own 
purpose,  led  us  to  believe  that  they  were 
forged,    and     only    to    be    used    with    great 
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caution.  This  gave  him  a  certain  power  over 
us  :  we  dared  not  question  his  movements, 
nor  object  to  any  scheme  he  proposed,  for  fear 
of  being  denounced.' 

'  But  what  motive  had  he  for  deceiving 
you  ?'  asked  McAllister,  with  an  air  of  per- 
plexity. 

'  The  desire  to  profit  by  our  misfortunes — 
the  motive  which  makes  every  functionary 
in  Russia,  private  or  public,  a  merciless  thief. 
The  man  knew  that,  though  all  our  possessions 
in  Russia  were  confiscated,  we  had  money 
invested  abroad.  With  the  means  provided 
by  the  Princess  Rosovski,  he  might  have 
taken  us  directly  to  Vlaclivostock  ;  but,  under 
the  pretence  of  seeking  safety,  of  avoiding 
dangers,  he  led  us  in  other  directions.  What 
could  we  do  ?  We  had  no  chart ;  no  means 
of  helping  ourselves — we  were  absolutely  at 
his  mercy.  Then  he  told  us  the  funds 
supplied  by  the  Princess  were  exhausted,  and 
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he   could   not  hope   to  get   us   away  without 
fresh  means. 

'  I  wrote  to  my  friends  in  Germany  to  send 
me  all  that  they  could  raise  in  my  name. 
Awaiting  the  reply,  we  bivouacked  in  the 
Taiga,  the  virgin  forest  of  Siberia.  It  was 
summer  then.  When  the  money  came  it  was 
autumn.  Then  we  marched  on  again — 
whither  we  knew  not.  Sometimes  we 
travelled  on  foot ;  sometimes  in  carts.  When 
the  winter  set  in  we  bought  sledges  and 
horses.  The  hardships  we  suffered,  the 
adventures  we  passed  through,  would  fill 
volumes.  The  money  went  till  not  a  rouble 
was  left,  and  still  we  seemed  as  far  as  ever 
from  our  journey's  end.  Great  God  !  what 
could  we  do?' 

The  old  man  extended  his  trembling  hand 
and  raised  the  lids  of  his  sightless  eyes — the 
living  illustration  of  utter  helplessness. 

'  My  dear  sir,'  said  McA  llister,  in  a  tone  of 
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sympathy,   '  if   you   would    reserve   the    con- 
tinuation of  this  painful  story ' 

Zassoulich  replied  by  a  quick  negative 
movement  of  his  expressive  hands,  and,  com- 
posing himself  with  an  effort,  continued  : 

1  Hear  me  out.  I  have  little  more  to  tell. 
Hearing  no  more  from  us  or  her  steward, 
Petrovitch,  the  Princess  Rosovski  became 
suspicious,  and  wrote  to  her  friend  the 
Governor  of  Irkutsk  on  the  subject,  and  he 
circulated  inquiries  amongst  the  stations  of 
the  interior.  A  young  officer  got  upon  our 
track  and  followed  us.' 

'  We  met  him  two  times — three  times,' 
interposed  Olga. 

'And  always  with  increasing  apprehension. 
Petrovitch,  dreading  his  purpose,  led  us  to 
believe  he  was  hunting  us  down,  and  only 
waiting  for  help  to  come  from  an  adjacent 
outpost  to  fall  upon  us  and  take  us  back  to 
Kara.     The    second    time  we   met  was    in    a 
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village.  He  saw  our  sledge  in  the  inn 
yard  and  galloped  off  at  once.  "  He  has  gone 
for  Cossacks,"  said  Petrovitch,  and  he  would 
not  stay  longer  there  than  to  feed  the  horses.' 

'  We  started  in  the  middle  of  the  night/ 
said  Olga. 

'  The  next  morning  the  Cossacks  were  upon 
us.  Petrovitch  flew  to  save  himself.  The 
officer  overtook  us  in  a  storm  of  snow, 
and  shot  Petrovitch  dead.  We  were  half 
stifled  with  the  snow — stupefied  with  the  cold 
and  privation  and  terror ;  but  that  shot 
brought  us  to  our  senses,  and  Olga  there, 
poor  child!  sprang  up,  crying,  like  one  quite 
macl,  "  My  father  !  my  father  !"  thinking  it 
was  he  who  had  been  shot.  He  was  gone ; 
but  he  had  met  another  fate — my  dear  son ! 
He  had  thrown  himself  from  the  sledge  to 
save  us,  believing  that  the  Cossacks  would  let 
us  go  if  they  secured  him — as  wolves  give 
up  the  chase   when  food  is  thrown  to  them. 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  29 

That  storm  was  terrible.  Those  with  eyes 
could  see  nothing  while  it  lasted,  and  when 
it  was  past  my  son  was  found  deep  under  the 
snow,  dead.' 

The  old  man's  voice  fell  as  his  chin  sank 
upon  his  breast,  the  last  word  being  scarcely 
audible.  McAllister  turned  from  him  to  his 
grandchild.  A  tear  was  dropping  from  her 
pale  cheek.  He  rose,  and  in  a  low  voice 
and  a  few  well-chosen  words  expressed  his 
deep  sympathy. 

1  You  must  suffer  me  to  help  you,'  he 
said,  in  conclusion.  '  There  is  my  card  ; 
while  we  are  in  London,  consider  our  house 
your  home.  I  speak  for  my  wife  and 
daughters,  who  will  make  up  for  my  want 
of  address.  I  am  only  a  plain  man  of 
business,  you  see.  We  shall  hope  to  see 
you  at  Onslow  Square  at  the  earliest  time 
convenient  to  you.  Meanwhile,  my  manager, 
Mr.   Phillips,  whom  I  will  send  to  you,  will 
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supply  you  with  all  that  is  necessary  to  your 
immediate  wants.' 

On  his  way  westward,  Mr.  David  McAllis- 
ter, settling  himself  in  the  corner  of  his 
hansom,  took  out  that  private  letter  of  advice 
from  Benjamin  Zimmerman,  and  read  again  a 
certain  portion  of  it  : 

'  How  much  of  their  story  is  true  I  don't 
know ;  but  this  is  certain  :  Ivan  Zassoulich 
is  the  blind  poet,  Isaakoff,  who  posed  as  a 
Polish  Homer  twenty  years  ago.  They  were 
sent  to  the  mines,  not  for  political  reasons, 
but  for  the  daring  robbery  of  the  Princess 
Rosovski's  diamonds.  They  were  all  impli- 
cated in  that  business.  Fortunately  for  them, 
with  the  diamonds  they  took  some  letters 
which  compromised  the  Princess.  The  papers 
were  sent  on  to  me.  To  recover  them,  the 
Princess  aided  them,  through  her  steward, 
Petrovitch,    to    escape    from    Kara.      Petro- 
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vitch,  doubtless  acting  upon  instructions  from 
the  Princess,  took  care  Isaakoff  did  not  get  out 
of  Siberia  while  the  letters  were  unrestored, 
and  the  old  impostor  had  to  write  to  me  for 
them.  They  were  given  up.  But  that  wasn't 
enough  ;  the  Princess,  as  rusee  as  they  were, 
never  intended  them  to  get  away,  and  probably 
Petro vitch  would  have  left  them  to  perish  in 
the  snows  of  Siberia,  had  not  a  young  officer, 
smitten  with  the  beauty  of  Olga  Zassoulich, 
stopped  his  game,  and  got  them  out  of  the 
country  at  his  own  expense. 

'  Knowing  all  this,  it  struck  me  that  these 
were  just  the  sort  of  people  you  could  turn  to 
profitable  account.' 

There  was  a  postscript,  which  also  he  read 
a  second  time  :  '  The  demand  for  good  stuff 
is  still  in  excess  of  supply.  If  there  are  any 
crvstals  in  the  market,  now  is  the  time  to  sell.' 


CHAPTER  III. 

When  the  door  of  that  inner  room  closed 
behind  David  McAllister,  Ivan  Zassoulich 
stretched  out  his  hand  tentatively  towards 
Olga,  and  she  took  it  in  hers.  A  casual 
observer,  if  any  had  been  there,  would  have 
seen  nothing  in  this  clasp  of  hands  but  an 
instance  of  dependence  and  affection  ;  it 
would,  indeed,  have  needed  a  sharp  eye  to 
detect  the  tap  of  a  linger  by  which  the  old 
man  asked  :  '  Are  we  alone  ?'  or  the  pressure 
of  a  thumb  by  which  the  girl  responded  'Yes.' 
The  signal  exchanged,  Olga's  hand  dropped 
heavily  by  her  side.  Then,  and  not  till  then, 
Ivan's    venerable    features  relaxed,   and  their 
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expression  of  stern  severity  gave  place  to  one 
of  cheerful  hope,  as  he  nodded  his  head  briskly 
and  rubbed  one  hand  over  the  other  in  the 
manner  of  a  man  released  from  a  long  con- 
dition of  restraint. 

Olga's  pathetic  look  and  attitude  of  fixed 
despondency  remained  unaltered.  The  weary 
care  in  a  face  so  young  was  not  less  in  con - 
'  gruous  than  the  buoyancy  in  that  of  her 
grandfather — a  sightless  face,  scarred  and 
seamed  by  a  thousand  biting  misfortunes. 

Suddenly  he  ceased  to  rub  his  hands,  and, 
raising  a  finger,  turned  his  ear  toward  the 
door  as  he  caught  the  sound  of  McAllister's 
voice  in  the  office  beyond  ;  as  suddenly  he 
folded  his  hands  upon  his  knee  and  dropped 
his  chin  in  dejection  upon  his  breast  when 
he  heard  a  sharp  step  approaching  the  door. 
At  the  same  time  Olga  instinctively  straight- 
ened herself  as  if  in  protest  against  a  degrading 
self-abasement. 

vol.  1.  3 
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Mr.  Phillips  entered,  hat  in  hand — a  sharp, 
ferrety  little  man,  with  the  irrepressible 
assurance  of  one  who  has  no  doubts  of  his 
own  abilities. 

'  I've  got  to  apologize  to  you,  my  lady — 
excuse  me  if  I  don't  address  you  in  the 
proper  style — and  to  you  likewise,  sir,  for 
being  a  little  off-hand  with  you  before  the 
governor  turned  up ;  but,  you  see,  till  he 
gave  me  the  tip  just  now  I  didn't  know  your 
rank ' 

'  Rank  !'  exclaimed  Ivan  bitterly.  '  What 
is  rank  to  the  outcast?' 

1  Well,  sir,  you'll  find  it  goes  a  tolerable 
long  way  in  this  country.  We've  got  some 
outcasts  among  us,  chiefly  from  the  German 
Court,  who  come  over  here  with  nothing  but 
their  titles,  and  they  seem  to  do  pretty  well, 
can  tell  you.  They  top  it  over  our  own 
needy  nobility,  that  they  do,  specially  in  the 
army  and  navy.      Oh,  there's   a   very    larg 
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field  here  for  aristocrats  of  all  kinds,  par- 
ticularly anything  new.  Now,  there's  nothing 
in  your  line  about.  I  haven't  heard  of  any 
Russians  being  hoisted  up — if  I  may  use  the 
expression — by  the  Court.  Society  seems 
very  hard  up  for  recruits,  and  society  is 
always  on  the  look-out  for  novelties.  We've 
got  one  or  two  American  bacon- curers,  a 
Hungarian  money-lender,  a  few  parties  from 
the  music-halls,  and  I  do  hear  that  one 
liter'y  gentleman  has  been  taken  up ;  but 
there's  no  real  worth.  You're  bound  to 
make  a  hit,  if  I  may  venture  to  say  so — can't 
fail.  You  look  as  if  you  had  a  right  to  a 
position,  whereas  those  Germans  have  got  a 
kind  of  look — don't  you  know,  my  lady  ? — 
as  if  they  felt  they  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
themselves.' 

Old  Zassoulich,  quickly  perceiving  the 
character  of  the  man  he  had  to  deal  with, 
quickly  abandoned   the    abject   air,  and   now 

3—2 
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sat  the  personification  of  dignity  in  ad- 
versity. 

1  And  then/  concluded  Phillips,  with  pride, 
1  you've  got  the  governor  to  back  you  up.' 

'  I  have  heard  that  your  master  is  a  man 
of  great  influence,'  said  Zassoulich. 

'  Lord  bless  you,  sir  !'  Phillips  tossed 
his  head,  and  for  a  moment  was  silent  in  his 
unspeakable  admiration  of  David  McAllister, 
'  There's  not  such  another  man  in  London. 
He's  hand-in-glove  with  everybody — they 
can't  do  without  him.  His  tremendous  wide 
connection,  and  his  position  in  the  Money 
Market,  open  every  source  of  information 
to  him.  Nowadays  reliable  information  is 
the  secret  of  success,  and  men  of  all  sorts  with 
a  position  to  hold  or  to  make  must  have  it, 
and  they  know  it's  to  be  got  from  the 
governor.  It's  a  treat  to  me  to  go  up  to 
Onslow  Square  on  one  of  the  governor's  big 
evenings  just  to   see  the  carriages  roll  up  to 
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the  door  and  the  big  swells  going  into  his 
house.  You'd  think  he  was  Prime  Minister, 
or  some  notorious  party,  and  I'm  proud  to 
say  to  myself:  "  That's  my  governor  !"  Beg 
your  pardon  for  running  on  like  this,'  he 
said,  breaking  off  apologetically  ;  '  but  my 
feelings  run  away  with  me  when  I  begin 
to  talk  on  that  subject.  Well,  sir,  now  to 
business.  The  governors  given  me  a  free 
hand  and  told  me  to  supply  all  your  imme- 
diate requirements  —  "  immediate  require- 
ments," those  are  his  words.  If  you  will 
please  to  tell  me  what  you  want.' 

'Want!'  exclaimed  Zassoulich.  *  We  want 
everything.' 

'  That's  a  pretty  large  order,'  observed 
Phillips,  with  a  smile  and  a  sidelong  look 
under  his  lifted  eyebrows  at  Olga,  as  he  drew 
his  coat- sleeve  over  his  shiny  hat.  '  However, 
we  must  make  a  beginning  somewhere.  Have 
you  got  a  hotel,  sir  ?' 
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''  We  came  here  straight  from  the  docks 
where  we  were  landed.' 

'  I  suppose  you  didn't  trouble  to  bring  any 
luggage  with  you  ?' 

'  We  have  nothing  —  nothing  but  the 
wretched  clothes  we  stand  in.' 

'  They  won't  do  for  Onslow  Square, 
certainly.' 

'  We  have  too  much  self-respect  to  present 
ourselves  in  any  gentleman's  house  in  such  a 
condition.' 

'  That's  right  enough,  sir  ;  and  I've  got 
too  much  self-respect  to  let  you,  also.  When 
the  governor  said  :  "  These  Russian  nobles 
will  visit  me  at  Onslow  Square  ;  supply  them 
with  everything  for  their  immediate  require- 
ments suitable  to  their  rank,"  he  knew  I 
should  see  the  thing  done  properly  or  not 
at  all.  Now,  what  you  want,'  he  continued, 
drawing  back  and  stroking  his  cheek  re- 
flectively, as  he  surveyed  the  old  man  from 
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top  to  toe,  '  is  a  reg'lar  swell  outfit — every- 
thing complete  and  first-class.  You'll  have 
to  be  provided  with  luggage,  too — portman- 
teaus, silver-mounted  dressing-cases,  and 
travelling  boxes  for  you,  miss  ;  now/  taking 
his  chin  between  his  fingers  and  thumb,  l  how 
is  it  to  be  done  V 

The  old  man  replied  by  a  gesture  of  help- 
lessness, shrugging  his  shoulders  and  turning 
up  the  palms  of  his  hands. 

4  The  thing  must  be  done  well.' 

'  If  it  is  done  at  all,'  said  the  old  man  with 
much  dignity. 

'  My  own  words,  sir,  turned  about.  At  the 
same  time,  we  don't  want  to  put  the  governor 
to  unnecessary  expense.' 

'  I  hope  one  day  to  be  in  a  position  to  repay 
all  that  we  owe.' 

'  An  extra  reason,'  observed  Phillips  dryly, 
'for  being  as  economical  as  possible.'  He 
looked    inside    his    hat   in    silent    meditation 
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for  a  moment  ;  then,  giving  it  a  sharp  twist, 
continued  :  'The  governor,  you  know,  hates 
anything  like  the  appearance  of  ostentation. 
I'm  sure  he  would  very  much  dislike  to  hear 
people  say,  "  What  a  generous  man  !  See 
what  he's  done  for  these  poor  people  who 
came  over  without  a  penny  in  the  world." 

*  And  certainly  we  do  not  wish  to  pose  as 
objects  of  charity.' 

'  Ah !  I'm  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  sir.  I 
was  not  quite  sure  about  it,'  observed  Phillips, 
recollecting  the  old  man's  demeanour  before 
his  interview  with  David  McAllister.  '  You 
see,  I'm  thinking  about  this  outfit.  If  you 
don't  want  all  the  world  to  know  your  posi- 
tion, it  won't  do  to  go  into  society  with  the 
seams  showing  in  your  things,  just  as  they've 
been  handed  down  from  the  shelves  of  the 
ready-made  goods  department.  Linen  and 
that  sort  of  thing  must  be  new ;  but  for  dress- 
ing-cases, trunks,  your  own   things,  and   my 
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lady's  dresses,  I  should  think  it  advisable  to  go 
in  for  first-class  second-hand  stuff.  I  know  a 
party  who  deals  in  that  kind  of  thing.  All 
tip  -  top  articles  —  only  been  worn  once. 
Better  than  new,  and  fit  you  like  a  skin. 
And,  as  you  wear  black,  miss ' 

Zassoulich  raised  his  shaggy  eyebrows, 
then  waived  his  objections  with  a  movement 
of  the  hand. 

'  There's  another  advantage  about  that,' 
added  Phillips.  '  You  can  return  the  things 
when  you've  clone  with  them,  and  then 
you'll  only  be  indebted  for  the  loan.' 

Zassoulich  concealed  his  feelings  at  this 
unlooked  -  for  arrangement  under  a  silent 
bow  of  acquiescence. 

'  Well,  then,  you  know,  you  can't  very  well 
go  in  that  style  without  servants.  You  ought 
to  have  a  nice  serious  attendant,  and  my  lady 
a  maid.  Now  let  me  see  if  I  can  think  of 
anybody     who     would      accept     a     temp'ry 
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engagement  of  that  sort.  There  was  a  nice, 
clean,  genteel  young  fellow,  about  thirty,  who 
left  the  French  Ambassador's  to  marry  and 
set  up  a  business.  They  haven't  made  it 
answer.  Now,  I  dare  say,  to  oblige  me,  they'd 
do  it.  Suit  vou  to  a  T — wonderful  well 
behaved  sort — never  open  their  mouths  about 
anything.  I'll  look  'em  up  this  afternoon. 
How  will  that  suit  you,  sir  ?' 

*  We  are  in  your  hands.' 

*  Very  good,  sir.  Now,  in  the  matter  of 
immediate  requirements  ' — with  a  glance  at  the 
old  man's  hands  and  soiled  clothes — '  what 
do  you  say,  sir,  to  a  wash  and  a  brush  up  ? 
Perhaps  '  —  turning  his  eyes  upon  Olga's 
fatigued  face — 'it  wouldn't  be  amiss  to  go 
at  once  to  a  hotel.' 

1  If  you  please,'  said  Olga,  speaking  for  the 
first  time. 

'  I'll  go  and  fetch  a  cab  at  once.  Shan't 
keep  you  waiting  above  two  or  three  minutes.' 
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As  the  door  shut,  Olga,  drawing  near  the 
old  man,  took  his  hand,  and  said  quickly, 
speaking  in  Russian,  and  in  a  low  voice  : 

'  What  are  we  to  do  for  this  ?  You  have 
not  asked  that  yet/ 

'  Peace,  child,  peace/  the  old  man  answered, 
impatiently  disengaging  his  hand,  setting  his 
elbows  on  his  knees,  and  resting  his  chin 
on  his  clenched  hands.  '  I  want  to  think — I 
want  to  think.' 

Olga  waited  a  minute ;  then,  touching  his 
arm,  she  spoke  again  earnestly  : 

'  We  must  know  the  price  we  have  to  pay 
for  this/ 

<  For  what  ?' 

'  The  things  we  are  to  be  supplied 
with.' 

'  Bagatelle,  bagatelle/  sneered  the  old  man, 
rocking  himself  slowly  from  side  to  side  with- 
out taking  his  chin  from  his  hands,  and  with 
his  brows  knitted  in  thought. 
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1  You  have  said  no  man  does  anything  for 
nothing/  Olga  persisted. 

'  And  I  say  it  again.  Do  you  think  I'm 
cheated  by  a  show  of  sympathy  ?  They're 
clever,  master  and  man  alike.  They'll  pay 
themselves  a  rouble  for  every  kopeck  they 
spend  on  us.' 

'  How  r 

4  That's  their  affair.'  Then,  after  a  break, 
with  anger,  begot,  perhaps,  by  his  own 
inability  to  answer  the  question  to  his  own 
satisfaction,  4  Isn't  it  enough,  fool,  that  we 
drag  ourselves  up  out  of  the  mire  ?  What 
does  it  matter  by  what  means,  so  that  we 
don't  drown  in  the  filth  ?' 

'  And  if  the  means  fail,  as  they  failed 
before  V 

'  They  shan't  fail,  if  you  trust  to  me.  They 
would  not  have  failed  before  if  your  father  had 
struck  boldly.  You've  nothing  but  his  halt- 
ing  courage.     Are   you    content   with   your 
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condition  ?  Have  }Tou  no  ambition  to  rise  ? 
Where  is  your  pride  ?' 

*  Dead,  dead,'  murmured  Olga,  bowing  her 
head. 

'  It  must  be  that,'  said  Zassoulich,  mum- 
bling through  his  closed  teeth  and  taking  no 
notice  of  Olga's  response.  '  He  thinks  that 
our  story  will  tickle  the  ears  of  these  Lon- 
doners, bring  a  gaping'  crowd  to  his  house 
to  see  us,  increase  his  circle  of  friends,  give 
publicity  to  his  name.  And  what  will  it 
cost  him — this  reclamed  A  trifle,  nothing 
to   the   advantage   it    gives.     That    must    be 

it: 

'  No  more  ?'  asked  Olga,  catching  the  sense 
of  what  he  muttered. 

'  If  there  be  more  we  can  withdraw,  should 
it  suit  us.  Are  you  satisfied  ?  Understand, 
you  may  ruin  our  chances  by  folly.  You 
must  play  boldly  to  win,  or  lose  all.  And 
look  what  you  may  lose:  a  marriage  that  will 
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ensure  you  a  fortune  for  life — a  position  such 
as  we  have  never  held  in  our  luckiest  days.' 

'  We  begin  with  a  lie,  a  theft,'  Olga  mur- 
mured, after  a  minute's  silence. 

'  What  theft?'  asked  the  old  man,  dropping 
his  voice  to  a  whisper. 

'  The  theft  of  a  name.' 

Zassoulich  stopped  her  with  a  cynical 
laugh. 

1  The  theft  of  princes,'  said  he.  '  We  travel 
incognito.' 

1  And  if  we  are  discovered  ?' 

'  I  have  considered  that  possibility.  It  is 
small  and  far  away.  The  Russians  in  London 
dare  not  countenance  with  their  visits  escaped 
political  exiles.  It  would  jeopardize  their 
safety  at  home.  They  must  avoid  us.  It 
will  take  months  for  our  story  to  be  ques- 
tioned;  if  it  is  denied,  who,  in  a  country 
hostile  to  Russia,  will  believe  the  assertion  of 
its    suspected    representatives  ?      You    know 
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nothing  of  these  things.  You  are  a  girl. 
Leave  all  to  me.' 

'  Suppose  I  find  strength  to  take  a  course 
of  my  own  ?' 

'  Then  take  it,  and  with  it  my  curse. 
Tell  the  world  your  grandfather  is  a  thief. 
Tell  the  world  that  the  police  found  your 
father  and  you  no  better,  and  see  if  they  will 
treat  you  better  for  telling  the  truth.  Go 
your  own  way  if  you  will,  and  may  that 
way  lead  you  to  dishonour  and  shame — a  life 
of  despair,  a  death  of  infamy  !' 

He  waited  till  the  paroxysm  of  fury  had 
passed  ;  then  he  muttered  : 

'  One  would  think  you  had  never  known 
suffering  !' 

'  God  knows  I  have — enough.' 

1  Then  take  the  compensation  heaven  offers 
— ease,  luxury,  love,  joy.'  He  stopped 
abruptly,  for  the  brisk  step  of  Phillips  was 
heard  coming. 
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'  Cab  at  the  door,'  said  the  little  man  cheer- 
fully as  he  entered.  Ivan  rose  at  once, 
stretching  out  his  hand  for  Olga.  She  sat 
motionless. 

'  Olga,  my  grandchild,'  said  Ivan,  in  a  tone 
of  helpless  supplication. 

She  rose  and  took  his  hand. 

As  they  jolted  slowly  through  that  part  of 
Middlesex  Street  where  the  Jews'  market  is 
held,  Olga's  senses  were  assailed  by  all  the 
sights  and  sounds  and  vile  odours  which  make 
that  quarter  loathsome.  The  dirt  and  squalor 
everywhere;  the  hoarse,  guttural  cry  of  huck- 
sters ;  above  all,  that  peculiar,  sour,  rancid 
stench  which  is  peculiar  to  the  Jews'  quarter, 
recalled  to  her  mind  the  abominations  of  the 
terrible  Siberian  Stapes. 

'Where  are  we?'  asked  Ivan,  leaning  for- 
ward to  make  himself  heard  above  the  din. 

4  Old  Petticoat  Lane,'  shouted  Phillips,  in 
reply  ;  '  it's  where  the  poor  live.' 
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The  old  man  nodded,  and  turning  towards 
Olga,  he  said  : 

'  Do  you  hear,  my  child  ?  This  is  where  the 
poor  live.' 


vol.  1. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

Before  the  end  of  the  week,  Prince  Ivan 
Zassoulich  (as  he  allowed  himself  to  be 
called)  and  Olga  made  their  appearance  in 
Onslow  Square.  And  a  very  good  appearance 
they  made,  thanks  to  the  resources  of  Mr. 
Phillips,  the  old  man's  shrewd  foresight,  and 
Olga's  good  taste.  The  treacherous  winds  of 
early  spring  countenanced  the  wearing  of 
furs,  without  which  they  would  have  looked 
not  nearly  so  rich  or  so  Russian,  and  the 
bright  sky  permitted  them  to  drive  up  in 
an  open  carriage. 

They  attracted  attention  all  along  the  route 
by    their    distinguished    air    and    those   furs 
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Zassoulich  looked  twenty  years  younger. 
He  was  no  longer  a  distressful  patriarch, 
but  a  noble  exile,  who,  despite  the  persecution 
and  confiscation  of  an  unscrupulous  Govern- 
ment, had  saved  sufficient  from  the  wreck  of 
his  fortune  to  maintain  himself  and  his  grand- 
child presentably.  The  venerable  locks  that 
hung  upon  his  shoulders  were  gone — cropped 
close — nothing  left  of  them  but  a  silvery 
sheen  upon  the  remarkably  well-developed 
head.  The  long  beard  that  flowed  down  to 
the  girdle  of  his  peasant's  tunic  was  now 
clipped  to  a  neat,  short,  military  point, 
and  the  moustache,  which  once  mingled 
unobserved  with  his  beard,  now  swept 
out  detached  in  a  magnificent  upward 
curve. 

He  had  straightened  himself  up  and  thrown 
his  shoulders  back  to  support  the  dignity  of 
his  new  condition  ;  and  his  attitude,  with  an 
excellent  silk   hat,  drawn  rather  low  over  his 
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darkened  eyebrows — a  capital  effect,  the 
contrast  between  those  dark  eyebrows  and 
the  white  moustache — his  furs  thrown  open, 
and  a  faultless  frock-coat  closely  buttoned — 
one  little  ribbon  in  the  button-hole,  no  more 
— gave  him  a  distinctly  martial,  as  well  as  a 
noble  presence.  There  was  something  of  the 
old  warrior,  too,  in  his  long  eagle  nose  and 
the  haughty,  commanding  severity  of  his 
countenance,  in  which  the  sole  appeal  now  to 
commiseration  was  in  the  closed  lids  of  his 
sightless  eyes. 

No  such  radical  change  was  possible  to 
Olga  ;  nor  was  it  desirable.  Repose  and  the 
decent  living  of  some  four  or  five  days  had 
done  as  much  as  the  hairdresser  and  the 
clothes-dealer  to  improve  her  appearance. 
Her  fine  eyes,  naturally  pensive  with  the 
melancholy  character  of  an  Eastern  race,  had 
lost  their  weary  heaviness  ;  her  complexion, 
still  colourless,    was    brighter  and  healthier  ; 
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and  now  that  immediate   suffering  no  longer 
pinched    and    compressed    her    features,    her 
cheeks    looked    fuller,   the    curved    upper   lip 
lifted  from  the  rounded  nether  revealing  now 
and  then  a  gleam  of  white  teeth.     Dress  only 
served    to  emphasize   her  natural   advantages 
— a  perfectly   fitting   glove   giving    value   to 
the  delicate   curve  of  wrist  and    finger,   her 
furs    making   more    remarkable    the   classical 
smallness  of  her  head,  the  elaborate  dressing 
of  her  hair,  with  its  closely-pinned  curls  and 
the  little    fringe    gathered    in    the    middle   of 
her   forehead,  giving  play  to    the   light    and 
bringing  out  its  coppery  lustre. 

On  the  box,  beside  the  driver,  sat  Parker 
— the  man  induced  by  Phillips  to  accept  a 
temporary  engagement — the  very  model  of 
a  correct  body  servant  :  tall,  slight,  with  a 
keen,  alert  face,  a  couple  of  inches  of  whisker 
on  each  cheek,  and  a  clean-shaven  upper  lip. 

At     a     respectful     distance     behind     came 
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the  carriage  charged  with  the  Zassoulich 
luggage  outside,  and  with  Mrs.  Parker  and 
a  few  of  the  more  valuable  effects  inside. 
Mrs.  Parker  was  well  matched  with  her 
husband — about  thirty,  rigid  and  bony,  a  face 
with  furtive,  quick  eyes,  and  an  expression 
of  bad  temper  kept  under  restraint.  The 
manner  in  which  she  held  her  mistress's 
jewel-case  in  her  lap,  and  kept  comprehensive 
watch  upon  the  carriage  in  advance,  showed 
that  nothing  would  be  likely  to  get  out  of  its 
place  while  she  had  the  management  of  affairs. 
As  the  carriage  wheels  scrunched  over 
the  newly-mended  road  in  Onslow  Square, 
curious  faces  appeared  at  every  window 
(where,  in  ordinary  seasons,  no  face  is  ever 
visible),  for  it  was  already  known  that  Mr. 
David  McAllister  was  about  to  receive  the 
visit  of  some  very  distinguished  persons. 
And  Ivan  Zassoulich  and  his  grandchild 
answered      all      expectations.        Mr.     David 
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McAllister  had  reason  to  smile  as  he 
welcomed  them  to  his  house  and  introduced 
them  to  his  wife  and  two  daughters. 

The  decisive  step  was  taken  ;  there  was 
no  going  back  now.  Olga  realized  that  as 
she  crossed  the  threshold,  and  she  resolved 
that,  having  chosen  her  path,  she  would  go 
on  boldly.  Virtually  she  was  compelled  to 
yield  to  circumstances,  for  what  young  woman 
destitute  in  a  foreign  country,  and  under  such 
conditions  as  hers,  could  strike  out  an  inde- 
pendent course?  But,  in  abandoning  herself 
to  the  current  of  events,  she  prepared  to 
employ  its  force  in  carrying  her  to  a  safe 
haven,  if  there  were  one. 

Every  marriageable  woman  speculates  more 
or  less  on  making  a  good  match  ;  it  is  the 
pre-eminent  desire  of  her  youth.  It  was 
something  more  than  this  to  Olga  :  it  was 
a  necessity.  She  must  marry,  or  sink  to  a 
condition   of   such   horrible  possibilities    that 
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she  dared  not  think  of  it.  And  she  must 
marry  speedily  :  she  must  change  her  name 
legitimately  before  it  was  discovered  that  even 
that  was  borrowed,  and  not  hers  by  right. 

How  wTas  it  to  be  done  ?  She  knew  that 
she  was  beautiful  ;  she  might  believe  that 
dress  and  the  position  she  was  to  assume 
would  add  to  her  attractions,  but  she  felt 
that  something  else  was  needed.  She  must 
charm,  not  men  only,  for  that  would  make 
enemies  of  sisters  and  mothers  and  be  fatal 
to  her  hopes,  but  women  as  well.  And  so 
at  the  very  outset  she  set  herself  to  please 
men  and  women  alike. 

It  was  but  a  family  party  at  Onslow 
Square  that  first  night,  McAllister  being 
doubtful  about  the  ability  of  Zassoulich 
and  Olga — chiefly  Olga — to  sustain  the  parts 
they  had  to  play.  His  doubts  were  com- 
pletely dissipated  before  dinner  was  over. 
Ivan   was   gallant  to  the   ladies,   courtly  and 
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impressive  in  his  dignity.  Olga  was  simply 
bewitching.  Exciting  admiration  from  the 
first  moment  by  her  personal  charms  and  the 
pretty  accent  and  particular  articulation  with 
which  she  spoke  English,  she  struck  surprise 
at  oue  moment  by  a  witty  rejoinder  to  some 
observation  ;  at  another,  she  drew  pity  by  a 
brief  reference  to  past  suffering  ;  and  then 
she  held  them  spellbound  as  she  narrated  a 
perilous  episode  in  the  escape  from  the  mines. 
In  the  drawing-room,  when  Mrs.  McAllister 
asked  if  she  sang,  Olga  took  up  a  guitar  with 
the  sweetest  inclination  of  the  head,  and  sang 
the  plaintive  forbidden  song,  '  On  the  Cliff  by 
the  Volga/  with  such  intense  and  real  pathos 
in  her  low  contralto  voice  that,  though  the 
Russian  words  were  not  understood,  their 
sense  went  direct  to  the  hearts  of  those  who 
listened,  and  while  tears  sprang  in  the  girls' 
eyes,  and  fairly  rolled  down  the  cheeks  of 
good  old  Mrs.  McAllister,  David  himself  felt 
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his  hair  crisp  and  a  thrill  creep  down  his  back. 
Mrs.  McAllister — a  stout,  motherly,  kind- 
hearted  woman,  who  had  married  David  when 
he  was  but  a  clerk,  and  she  a  draper's  assistant 
— and  her  daughters — who  were,  to  a  certain 
extent,  as  simple  as  she — were  delighted. 

McAllister,  who  kept  his  business  and  its 
workings  a  profound  secret  from  his  family, 
had  simply  told  them  that  two  distinguished 
Russian  exiles  were  coming  to  spend  a  few 
weeks  under  their  roof,  and  they  had  prepared 
to  meet  them  with  terrible  misgivings, 
picturing  them  as  the  kind  of  people  with 
whom  it  was  necessary  to  be  always  on  their 
best  behaviour.  It  was  a  charming  disillusion 
to  find  one  of  them  at  least  so  lovable  and 
'  nice.' 

And  Olga — was  she  content  with  the  part 
she  played  ?  Yes  ;  there  was  very  little 
acting  in  it.  It  was  only  at  the  first  that 
any  effort   was    required,   and  then  no  more 
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than  the  best  of  us  resort  to  in  an  introduction 
to  strangers.  She  was  neither  morbid  nor 
designing.  It  was  natural  to  her  to  be 
amiable,  and  her  heart  went  out  towards 
the  motherly  old  lady  and  the  gawky,  simple 
daughters — just  as  a  bud  seeking  life  and 
warmth  expands  under  genial  and  natural 
influences.  She  desired  no  more  than  a  life 
such  as  they  led. 

But  that  was  not  to  be. 

Business  began  the  next  morning  when 
they  went  for  a  drive  in  the  park — Zassou- 
lich  and  McAllister  seated  in  the  victoria 
vis-a-vis  with  Olga  and  Mrs.  McAllister. 
McAllister  saw  no  one — he  was  so  deeply 
engaged  in  conversation  with  Zassoulich. 
Everyone  saw  him  and  the  Russians.  In 
the  afternoon  McAllister,  with  Olga  and 
the  two  girls,  went  to  a  picture  gallery. 
In  the  crowded  rooms,  as  they  made 
their     way,    there    was     a     hush,     and     all 
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eyes  were  on  Olga.  Occasionally  the 
silence  was  broken  by  a  recognition 
between  McAllister  and  friends,  followed 
by  a  ceremonious  introduction  —  all  under 
the  covert  and  open  observation  of  the 
fashionable  crowd.  Then,  after  a  brief  ex- 
change of  courtesies,  they  pushed  on  again, 
Olga  catching  in  the  fleeting  whispers 
'  Princess,'  '  That's  she,'  '  McAllister/  '  The 
Princess.'  Meanwhile,  Ivan  Zassoulich,  with 
Mrs.  McAllister,  assisted  at  a  matinee  of  the 
Orpheonic  Society,  creating  a  sensation  in 
another  section  of  society.  In  the  evening 
the  doors  of  the  house  in  Onslow  Square 
were  open  to  all  visitors.  Never  had 
McAllister's  rooms  been  crowded  with  such 
an  assembly  of  representative  men  and  women, 
all  eager  to  get  a  word  with  Ivan  or  Olga — 
the  latter  for  choice. 

The    excitement  of  the  long  day  was  too 
much  for  her.      Hour  after  hour  she  lay  awake 
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as  if  under  the  effect  of  actual  intoxication,  the 
crowd  still  surging  before  her,  and  the  hum  of 
mingled  voices  in  her  throbbing  ear,  her 
exalted  imagination  magnifying  the  incidents 
that  recurred  to  her  memory  and  presenting 
visions  of  wildest  possibilities  in  the  aspect  of 
probability. 

Yet,  wild  as  these  visions  were,  they 
scarcely  outran  the  extravagance  of  society 
in  its  enthusiasm.  Men  and  women  raved 
about  her  beauty,  her  wit,  her  exquisite 
taste,  her  wonderful  voice,  her  modesty  and 
courage,  her  figure,  her  manners,  her  eyes,  her 
hair — everything,  in  short,  that  could  be 
observed  and  overrated,  from  her  accom- 
plishments— of  which  she  had  but  few — to  her 
shoes,  which  were  bought  in  the  Westminster 
Bridge  Road  for  7s.  lid. 

The  gentlemen  of  the  press  were  not 
behindhand  ;  they  never  are  when  there  is  a 
sensation  to  be  worked.     The    Times    began 
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it  with  a  column  and  a  half  describing  the 
extraordinary  escape  from  Siberia  of  the 
political  exiles,  Prince  Zassoulich  and  his 
daughter  ;  and  the  story  was  duly  copied  in 
the  course  of  the  week  into  365  country 
papers.  The  house  in  Onslow  Square  was 
besieged  by  reporters  with  confederate  artists 
seeking  to  obtain  interviews  for  the  dailies 
and  weeklies  ;  and  though  they  were  cour- 
teously but  firmly  denied  admission  by 
McAllister,  on  the  pretext  that  i  the  Prince ' 
did  not  wish  his  private  misfortunes  to  be 
made  the  subject  of  public  debate,  the  re- 
porters got  copy  for  their  papers  all  the 
same,  and  the  artist  waylaid  the  Kussians  in 
the  park,  and  got  to  work  with  his  detective 
camera.  '  On  the  Cliff  by  the  Volga  '  was  in 
every  shop  where  music  was  sold,  with  a 
portrait  of  Olga  Zassoulich  on  the  cover 
and  a  lithograph  of  her  signature  in  Russian 
underneath.      Invitations    poured    in,   and    it 
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was  a  matter  of  daily  consultation  with 
McAllister  as  to  which  might  be  declined. 

In  the  very  midst  of  their  success,  David 
McAllister  received  a  telegram  from  Scotland 
summoning  him  to  the  death-bed  of  his 
mother.  He  took  his  departure  without  a 
moment's  delay.  Two  days  later  a  telegram 
came  from  him,  informing  his  wife  that  Mrs. 
McAllister  was  dead,  and  intimating  that  she 
and  the  girls  must  come  at  once  to  be  present 
at  the  funeral. 

The  blinds  went  down  in  Onslow  Square, 
and  it  was  made  clear  to  Zassoulich  and 
01  ga  that  they  must  leave. 

Where  were  they  to  go  ?  What  was  to 
become  of  them  ? 

There  seemed  no  alternative  but  to  go  back 
to  Hound sclitch  and  return  their  borrowed 
furs  to  the  clothes -dealer. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Any  doubt  Zassoulich  might  have  fostered 
about  the  necessity  of  quitting  the  comfort- 
able quarters  in  Onslow  Square  were  dis- 
pelled by  a  letter  marked  l  private  '  which  he 
received  from  McAllister  by  the  next  post  to 
that  which  brought  the  news  of  his  mother's 
death. 

£  My  mother's  sudden  and  unexpected 
demise,'  he  wrote,  'necessitates  my  staying 
in  Scotland,  if  not  permanently,  at  least 
until  her  residence  is  disposed  of  and  her 
affairs  wound  up.  I  need  not  say  how  much 
I  regret  this  abrupt  termination  to  the 
brilliant  series  of  receptions  which  I  owe  to 
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the  profound  impression  you  have  made  on 
all  ranks  of  society — receptions  which  not 
only  gratified  my  vanity,  but  promised  to 
yield  substantial  advantage  in  widening  my 
circle  of  business  acquaintance.  I  find,  how- 
ever, some  consolation  in  the  reflection  that 
the  numerous  friends  you  have  made  in  the 
past  three  weeks  will  extend  hospitality 
to  you,  and  exert  an  influence  in  your 
behalf  more  permanently  beneficial  than  any 
I  could  have  hoped  to  provide.  .  .  .  Will 
you  excuse  the  bluntness  of  a  plain  man  of 
business  if,  in  conclusion,  I  beg  to  speak  upon 
a  delicate  subject  ?  As  the  forms  of  society 
may  oblige  you,  in  deference  to  my  domestic 
affliction,  to  withdraw  from  the  world  for  a 
few  days,  I  have  instructed  my  Mr.  Phillips 
to  see  that  you  are  accommodated  in  a  suit- 
able hotel  and  to  discharge  your  obligations 
up  to  the  28th  inst.' 

vol.  1.  5 
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1  What's  to-day?'  asked  Zassoulich  sharply, 
as  Olga  reached  this  point. 

'  The  twenty -fourth.' 

4  That  gives  us  just  four  days/  he  said, 
with  the  eagerness  of  a  man  telling  his  last 
stake. 

'  And  after  that  ?'  asked  Olga  in  suppressed 
terror. 

Zassoulich  threw  up  his  hands  and 
shrugged  his  shoulders  ;  then,  after  a 
moment's  silence,  he  turned  sharply  in  his 
chair,  rested  his  elbow  on  the  back  and  his 
chin  in  the  palm  of  his  hand,  and  cursed  the 
late  Mrs.  McAllister  between  his  set  teeth. 
Olga  sat  with  the  letter  in  her  lap,  looking 
straight  before  her  as  she  thought  of  the 
luxuries  and  delights  to  be  given  up,  the 
golden  possibilities  to  be  abandoned,  the  shifts 
and  miseries  to  be  faced,  the  leaden  despair  to 
be  endured. 

They   sat   thus  quite    silent   for  awhile  in 
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the  sitting-room,  which  communicated  with 
their  respective  bedchambers.  A  short  cough 
from  Mrs.  Parker,  as  she  moved  noiselessly 
about  the  room  on  the  left,  preparing  her 
mistress's  night  toilette;  the  sound  of  a  brush 
in  the  other,  as  Parker  touched  up  his  master's 
dress-coat,  alone  broke  the  stillness.  And  it 
is  safe  to  say  that  these  sounds  would  not 
have  been  heard  had  these  estimable  servants 
understood  the  language  in  which  Olga  and 
her  grandfather  invariably  conversed  when 
alone. 

'  If  she  had  only  lasted  out  another  week.' 
growled  Zassoulich,  ■  we  might  have  done  with- 
out the  McAllisters.  This  comes  just  at  the 
wrono*  time.  That  American  woman — what's 
her  name? — was  pretty  nearly  a  certainty.' 

'  That  hideous  dry  old  thing,  Miss  Baggs?' 
asked  Olga,  with  a  pained  compression  of  her 
beautiful  dark  eyebrows. 

'  Doesn't  matter  to  me,  my  dear,  how  ugly 

5—2 
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she  is — can't  see  her,  thank  the  Lord.  She 
may  be  old  ;  so  much  the  better  :  wouldn't 
want  a  long  engagement.  And  she  may  be 
dry,  but  I  know  she's  rich.  When  I  told  her 
we  were  ruined,  nothing  left  but  a  mere 
competence,  she  immediately  informed  me  how 
many  thousand  '  bar' Is  '  of  pork  her  agent  had 
shipped  last  month,  shook  hands  with  me 
twice  at  parting,  and  the  second  time  she 
regularly  squeezed  my  hand  :  she's  got  a  grip 
like — silver.  Confoundedly  sentimental,  to  be 
sure,  always  wanting  to  cry;  that's  her  only 
fault — a  fault,'  he  shifted  his  position  with  a 
sigh,  'which  wouldn't  have  lasted  long.  She'd 
have  cried  enough  by  the  end  of  the  honey- 
moon, I'll  warrant.' 

Zassoulich  also  had  made  his  mark,  but 
in  the  midst  of  success  he  never  lost  sight  of 
his  necessities. 

It  had  been  otherwise  with  Olga.  She  had 
not  picked  out  one  man  from  the  many  who 
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sought  the  depth  of  her  eyes  as  the  one  to 
make  her  husband.  In  the  delicious  forget- 
fulness  of  care  and  self-abandonment  to  the 
delight  of  the  moment,  all  self-seeking  had 
gone  from  her  heart,  if  ever  it  had  held  place 
there.  She  had  made  a  thousand  rapturous 
admirers,  but  not  one  serious  lover.  The 
most  innocent  girl  in  society  was  not  more 
free  than  she  had  been  from  sordid  thought 
or  designing  action. 

'  What  invitations  have  you  got  ?'  Zassou- 
lich  asked,  returning  from  ideal  to  practical 
considerations. 

Olga  opened  the  drawer  at  her  side,  and 
brought  out  a  bulky  sheaf  of  letters. 

1  Read  the  names,'  said  Zassoulich,  catch- 
ing the  rustle  of  paper.  '  I  shall  remember 
them.' 

1  Charles  Dexter  Dunbar,'  Olga  read,  taking 
up  the  first  letter  that  came  to  hand. 

'  They    call    him    the    Right    Honourable 
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Charles  Dexter  Dunbar.  A  Cabinet  Minister 
in  the  late  Government.  Shrewd  man  — 
dangerous.  Wants  to  know  too  much  about 
Moscow  society.  Got  me  up  in  a  corner  with 
his  questions  about  the  military  service  of  the 
nobles.  Said  something  about  the  Russian 
Embassy,  which  led  me  to  think  they  were 
acquainted.  Pass  that  on  —  don't  like  the 
man.' 

'  His  son,  Mr.  Lesley  Dunbar,  is  very  nice,' 
said  Olga,  lingering  over  the  letter. 
1  What  is  he  ?' 

'  I  don't  think  he  is  anything.  I  was  told 
he  had  written  a  very  clever  article  in  a 
magazine.  It  was  he  who  suggested  that  we 
should  write  a  book  about  our  escape  and  the 
mines.' 

'  Ah  !  how  about  that  book  ?  Didn't  you 
get  an  offer  from  somebody  ?' 

An  eminent  firm  of  publishers  had  made 
a     demand,     offering     a     magnificent    price. 
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Olga  found  the  letter  and  read  it.  Then  they 
were  silent  for  a  few  minutes,  wondering  if 
the  money  could  be  earned,  Zassoulich 
swiftly  thinking  how  the  incidents  of  their 
history  might  be  worked  up  to  their  credit, 
Olga's  courage  failing  as  she  foresaw  how 
much  must  be  suppressed  and  garbled. 

'  It  might  be  done,'  he  said. 

*  I  could  not  do  it.' 

'  Oh,  I  could  tell  you  what  to  say  !' 

'  I  do  not  know  English  well  enough. 
I  cannot  speak  it  grammatically.  I  am 
ignorant.' 

'  It  would  be  a  fine  thing  to  get  that  young 
fellow  to  help  you,'  said  Zassoulich,  with  a 
crafty  smile.  '  You'd  hook  the  fish  to 
a  certainty.  I  know  what  that  kind  of 
collaboration  means.' 

Olga  reddened,  dropping  her  head. 

4  But  the  fellow  seems  to  be  dependent  on 
his   father,    and    the   father    would    stop   the 
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game  before  it  was  half  finished.  Besides, 
the  invitation  is  only  for  an  evening.  We 
haven't  time;  and  I  don't  like  that  right 
honourable  gentleman — find  another.' 

Olga  set  the  letter  aside,  and  took  up  the 

next,       '  Major  and   Mrs.    Caldecott '  she 

began. 

'  Stop  ;  that's  the  retired  officer,  isn't  it?' 

'  Yes.' 

'He's  written  a  book.' 

1  Xearly  everybody  in  England  has,'  replied 
Olga,  'or  is  going  to.  Major  Caldecott  is 
going  to  write  about  his  collection  of  dia- 
monds; but  he  told  me  he  could  not  decide 
upon  the  title.  "  How  I  got  my  Black 
Diamonds,"  he  thought,  might  be  taken  for 
an  advertisement  of  coals.' 

'  His  diamonds  !'  said  Zassoulich  with 
unctuous  softness.  '  I  should  like  to  feel 
them,'  opening  and  closing  his  hands  slowly. 
1 1  heard  that  he  has  sunk  all  his  fortune  in 
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those  crystals.  One  of  them,  I  am  told,  cost 
£20,000,  the  finest  in  the  world.  Fancy 
sinking  capital  in  a  diamond  that  can  bring 
no  interest  !  It  means  that  he  pays  more 
than  two  pounds  every  day  for  the  pleasure 
of  holding  that  diamond.  He  must  be  a  fool. 
I  should  like  to  know  him.  He  might  help  us 
to  produce  our  book.' 

'No!  no!  no!'  cried  Olga  quickly,  terrified 
by  the  stealthy  canning  in  the  old  man's 
face. 

-  We  were  asked  to  stay  at  his  house,  I 
remember.     Where  is  it  V 

Olga  turned  to  the  letter  with  hopeful  haste. 

'  "  When  we  return  to  Pangbourne,  May 
15th,"  '  she  read,  adding,  in  a  tone  of  exulta- 
tion, '  Three  weeks  hence.' 

'  Curse  the  delay !  We  have  only  four 
days.     Read  some  more.' 

Olga  crunched  the  letter  in  her  hand  and 
slipped  it  in  her  pocket,  as  if  putting  away 
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the  evil.  Then  she  turned  quickly  to  the 
letters,  and  ran  through  many  names  that 
have  no  place  now  in  their  history.  The 
invitations  were  all  for  evenings,  or  for 
periods  later  in  the  season,  when  people 
open  their  country  houses  to  visitors. 

'  All  evenings,'  muttered  Zassoulich  im- 
patiently. '  Where  are  we  to  live  during 
the  day  after  the  28th  V 

No  answer  to  the  question  was  forth- 
coming  that  night,  and  the  next  day  Mr. 
Phillips  came  and  conducted  them  to  the 
International  Hotel,  where  he  had  secured 
rooms  for  them  with  a  look-out  over  the 
Embankment, 

'  My  orders  are,'  he  said,  in  a  low  tone 
before  leaving,  '  to  square  up  everything  on 
the  28th.  I  have  told  my  friends,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Meddix,  to  bring  their  inventory  on 
that  day  ;  just  a  form,  you  know,  to  make 
sure,  for  the  satisfaction  of  all   parties,  that 
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everything  is  returned  all  right.  And  I  have 
told  them  also,  my  lady,'  turning  to  Olga,  '  to 
bring  the  Prince's  original  clothes  and  yours, 
miss.  I  have  took  the  liberty,'  he  added, 
with  a  backward  glance,  to  see  that  the  door 
was  closed,  '  of  having  your  shirt  washed, 
Prince,  and  a  patch  put  on  the  toe  of  your  top 
boot.  Now — er — er,'  with  some  hesitation,  as 
he  again  turned  to  Olga,  '  I  thought  that  if 
I  came  here  early  in  the  morning — before 
the  visitors  are  down,  you  know — with  a 
four-wheeler,  and  took  you  to  the  little 
hotel  in  Whitechapel  to  do  the  change  of 
articles,  the  Prince  would  feel  more  com- 
fortable-like in  going  out  into  the  street 
afterwards.' 

Olga  turned  from  the  window  with  sicken- 
ing dread  of  the  coming  degradation,  while 
Phillips,  perfectly  regardless  of  everything  but 
his  own  particular  tact  and  delicacy,  continued 
addressing  Zassoulich,  who  stood  curling  his 


76  THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH 

magnificent    moustache    with    well -sustained 
dignity  under  these  trying  conditions. 

'  You  see,  Prince,  the  season  for  sheepskin 
coats  is  over  in  London,  and  I  thought  you 
might  look  a  little  particular  going  down  the 
Strand  in  'em.  The  little  blackguard  boys 
do  take  such  a  lot  of  notice  of  these  things  !' 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Long  after  Phillips  had  withdrawn  from  the 
room,  Zassoulich  sat  in  moody  meditation, 
his  back  bending  under  the  burden,  his 
shoulders  sinking  with  his  courage,  despair 
ageing  his  face,  soul  and  body  unconsciously 
falling  back  into  the  abject  condition  pre- 
sented when  he  shuffled  into  McAllister's 
office  in  Petticoat  Lane  to  beg  charity.  He 
saw  himself  again  a  beggar,  and  felt  the  fall 
in  advance. 

But  the  shadow  of  coming  events  fell  even 
blacker  upon  Olga.  She  had  more  to  lose, 
her  enjoyment  of  life  being  keener,  its  plea- 
sures   more    extended.      Even    the    horrible 
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experiences  of  Siberian  prisons  had  failed  to 
crush  her  pride  or  destroy  her  womanly 
sensitiveness.  The  coarse  ways  of  poverty 
were  revolting  to  her  finer  taste.  She  had  a 
vivid  recollection  of  that  noisome  crowd  in 
the  Jews'  quarter,  and  of  the  words  repeated 
significantly  by  her  grandfather,  '  This  is 
where  the  poor  live  ;'  and  as  she  had  shrunk 
from  personal  contact  with  the  loathsome 
inmates  of  the  Kameras,  she  now  in  spirit 
shrank  from  associating  with  that  vile  out- 
pouring of  Whitechapel  slums. 

At  length  Zassoulich,  bracing  himself  up 
with  sudden  resolution,  stretched  out  his 
hand  and  said,   '  Olga  !' 

'  We  are  alone/  she  responded,  without 
moving  from  the  window. 

'  You  must  write  to  McAllister  at  once. 
There's  no  time  to  lose  ;  we  can't  expect  an 
answer  to  come  in  less  than  three  days.' 

'  What  am  I  to  say  to  him  ?' 
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'  Tell  him  our  position.' 

'  He  knows  it.' 

Zassoulich  made  an  impatient  gesture,  and 
continued  : 

'  Tell  him  that  no  invitation  is  available 
for  three  weeks,  and  ask  him  delicately — in 
a  roundabout  way,  of  course — to  let  us  have 
money  as  a  loan  to  pay  our  expenses  until 
then.' 

'How  are  we  to  repay  a  loan  V 

'  That's  not  your  affair.' 

'  It  is  my  affair,  if  I  am  to  write  the 
letter.' 

'  Do  as  I  bid  you.  I  don't  choose  to  con- 
sider your  opinions.      Write !' 

Olga  stood  for  a  moment  irresolute  ;  then, 
her  pride  getting  the  mastery,  she  shook  her 
head  and  cried  : 

'  No !  It  is  too  base.  I  am  ashamed  to 
think  how  much  we  have  already  taken  from 
his  hand  by  fraud.' 
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'  You'll  have  to  humble  yourself  and  lick 
the  dust,  little  fool!  Sooner  or  later  you 
must  beg  ;  do  you  prefer  to  beg  in  rags  V 

'  Yes — if  I  must  beg.' 

It  was  not  all  principle  on  Olga's  part. 
Adversity  was  trying  her  temper  as  well  as 
the  old  man's. 

1  Go  to  your  room,  idiot,'  said  Zassoulich 
furiously;  '  and  send  Parker  to  me.' 

Olga  left  the  room,  and  presently  Parker 
took  her  place.  Of  course  he  could  write, 
and  Zassoulich  did  not  blush  to  dictate  to 
him  a  piteous  appeal  to  David  McAllister, 
in  which  he  made  capital  of  Olga's  pride  in 
apologizing  for  writing  through  his  servant. 
He  was  very  well  content  with  this  effusion, 
and.  sent  it  off  to  the  post  at  once.  His 
resentment  towards  Olga  was  manifested  in 
a  frigid  silence  when  they  sat  together  at 
lunch,  but  it  gave  way  of  necessity  when 
they  went   out   for  a  drive   in  the  afternoon, 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  81 

and  he  assumed  his  most  amiable  manner  as 
he  leaned  back  in  the  victoria  left  at  their 
disposal  b}7  Mrs.  McAllister. 

'  We  will  get  out  in  the  park  and  walk,'  he 
said.     'We  may  meet  with  something.' 

They  got  down  in  the  Row,  and  walked 
slowly  along  under  the  elms  on  the  look-out 
for  an  early  invitation,  Olga  not  without  a 
sense  of  humiliation,  for  she  realized  that 
this  was  nothing  but  a  kind  of  begging  in 
disguise.  They  met  many  acquaintances, 
with  whom  they  stopped  to  exchange 
civilities.  The  old  man  fished  for  invita- 
tions as  boldly  as  he  dared,  telling  how  they 
were  compelled  to  stay  at  the  International  for 
two  or  three  days,  and  complaining  bitttrly 
of  English  hotels,  but  they  got  no  more  than 
the  most  pressing  invitations  for  odd  even- 
ings in  the  week  following,  with  an  earnest 
appeal  not  to  forget  that  it  was  Thursday 
evening,   or    Friday    afternoon,    or    Saturday 

vol.  I.  6 
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at  eight.  They  walked  up  and  down  until 
the  old  man's  legs  ached,  and  both  would 
fain  have  sat  down  ;  but  between  them  they 
had  not  enough  to  pay  for  chairs,  ready 
money  being  one  of  the  things  Mr.  Phillips 
had  not  felt  bound  to  supply.  Nevertheless, 
they  persevered  in  that  terribly  urgent  quest 
until  Olga  told  him  that  scarcely  anyone  was 
left  in  the  Park  except  nursemaids,  and  then 
they  returned  to  the  victoria  and  drove  back 
to  their  hotel  in  rueful  silence. 

They  were  more  lucky  the  next  day.  They 
met  the  Smythes — the  Smythes  of  Wimble- 
don. Olga  would  not  have  known  them 
had  they  not  introduced  themselves,  but  her 
grandfather,  who  had  a  princely  memory, 
recollected  perfectly  well  the  interesting  dis- 
cussion he  had  shared  with  Mrs.  Smythe. 
Mrs.  Smythe  knew  the  horrors  of  hotel  life, 
and  sympathizing  with  the  Prince  in  his 
delicate  condition,    begged    them  to  come  to 
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Wimbledon  on  Saturday  if  they  could  put  up 
with  quite  homely  entertainment. 

Zassoulich,  who  could  very  well  have  put 
up  with  the  entertainment  of  a  common 
lodging  -  house,  was  constrained  to  invent 
an  excuse  for  deferring  his  reply  to  this 
invitation.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  did 
not  know  where  the  intervening  days  of 
Thursday  and  Friday  were  to  be  spent,  and 
in  addition  to  that,  it  had  yet  to  be  seen 
whether  the  clothes-dealer  and  the  Parkers 
would  agree  to  an  arrangement  involving 
future  payment,  which  they  had  good 
reason  to  know  must  be  of  a  speculative 
kind. 

It  was  something,  however,  to  know  that 
a  house  would  be  open  to  them  at  the  end  of 
the  week,  and  Zassoulich  still  buoyed  himself 
up  with  the  hope  of  a  favourable  reply  from 
McAllister  to  his  appeal. 

In    the   afternoon  of  the   same   day,   Olga 

6—2 
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caught  sight  of  Lesley  Dunbar  under  the 
elms.  As  the  victoria  drew  up  to  the  walk, 
he  came  to  the  side,  raising  his  hat.  Both 
he  and  Olga  looked  the  brighter  and  happier 
for  this  meeting.  She  liked  him  better  than 
any  man  she  had  met.  He  was  more  at  his 
ease,  less  formal  and  affected  than  most  ; 
dark  —  Olga  preferred  dark  men  —  not  too 
young,  well-built  and  good-looking,  with  a 
sweet  mouth  and  eyes,  and  an  expression 
almost  feminine  in  its  tenderness.  One 
might  have  thought  his  character  a  weak 
one  but  for  a  certain  indication  of  strength 
in  his  nose,  with  its  finely-cut  and  mobile 
nostrils.  Perhaps  there  was  strength,  too, 
as  well  as  weakness  in  his  nature,  as  in  most 
others. 

1 1  have  just  left  the  Caldecotts.  They  are 
sitting  under  the  trees  there,'  he  said,  when 
the  ordinary  greetings  were  over. 

'  The    dear    Major,'    exclaimed    Zassoulich 
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eagerly ;  '  I  must  see  him  if  possible.  I 
want  to  tell  him  something  that  slipped  my 
memory  the  other  night  about  the  emeralds 
found  in  the  Urals.' 

'  Oh,  anything  about  precious  stones  will 
delight  him,'  said  Lesley,  smiling.  '  May  I 
take  you  to  him  ?' 

'  Thank  you,'  Zassoulich  answered,  with 
his  courtly  acceptance  of  favours,  as  he  took 
the  young  man's  arm  and  stepped  down  from 
the  carriage. 

k  We  have  been  talking  about  you — that  is 
only  natural,'  Lesley  said,  as  he  gave  his  hand 
to  Olga.     '  Everyone  is  eager  to  see  you  at 
Pangbourne  ;    and   for  once    Evelyn   will    be 
glad  to  get  away  from  London.' 
'Evelyn?'  Olga  said  inquiringly. 
'  Miss  Caldecott,  I  should  have  said.     It  is 
as  natural  to  call  her  Evelyn  as  it  is  to  call 
you  Princess.'     Olga  acknowledged  the  com- 
pliment   with    an    inclination    of    her    head 
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worthy  of  the  title,  '  I  regard  her  almost  as 
a  sister.' 

'  Does  that  mean  that  she  is  a  little  less 
or  a  little  more  to  you  than  other  young 
ladies  ?'  Olga  asked. 

'  I  don't  know  how  to  answer  that  question 
to  you,'  he  answered  pointedly. 

They  joined  the  Caldecotts,  and  Lesley, 
who  had  hurried  off  five  minutes  before  to 
keep  an  engagement,  sat  down  with  the  little 
group,  forgetting  everything  in  the  magic 
of  Olga's  presence. 

The  Caldecotts  were  a  family  of  the  '  jolly ' 
type,  emphatically  English  in  appearance. 
Fair,  large,  smiling,  happy  people — father, 
mother,  and  daughter — their  characteristics 
were  brought  out  by  contrast  with  Zassoulich 
and  Olga.  The  Major,  who  had  seen  a  good 
bit  of  fighting  in  Egypt,  looked  as  little  like 
a  military  man  as  Zassoulich,  who  had  never 
touched    a    sword    in   his  life,  looked    like  a 
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civilian.  He  had  the  appearance  of  a  well- 
to  -  do  country  gentleman,  with  a  fad  for 
model-farming,  perhaps.  Zassoulich  looked 
like  nothing  in  the  world  but  a  soldier.  Mrs. 
Caldecott  beamed  with  smiles,  and  could  look 
grave  only  just  as  long  as  it  took  her  to 
discover  the  cheerful  side  of  a  serious  sub- 
ject ;  it  wras  a  pleasure  to  hear  her  little  fat 
laugh. 

Evelyn  was  just  such  a  daughter  as  such  a 
well -mated  pair  should  produce — a  comely, 
healthy  girl  of  twenty,  or  thereabouts,  with 
blue  eyes  and  brown  hair,  and  a  white  nose, 
and  the  most  cheerful,  honest,  candid,  fearless 
expression  that  ever  made  even  plain  features 
lovable.  She  was  not  plain,  though,  but 
as  good-looking  a  girl  as  you  would  find  in 
a  country  dance,  and  that  is  saying  a  good 
deal.  But  between  her  and  Olga  there  was 
the  difference  between  white  and  black.  The 
types  were  altogether  different, 
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'  I  may  be  pretty,  and  my  feet  and  hands 
are  not  too  big  for  my  limbs,'  she  had  said, 
in  her  loud,  outspoken  way,  when  her  mother 
was  making  comjDarisons  with  a  favourable 
view  to  her  own  child.  'But  the  Princess  is 
a  princess,  and  she's  simply  beautiiul ;  and  as 
for  her  hand,  I  never  take  it  without  wanting 
to  kiss  it.' 

Zassoulich  had  already  hinted  to  the  Major 
that  he  should  be  glad  of  his  assistance  in 
producing  the  history  of  their  escape  from 
Siberia,  and  the  Major  was  eager  to  begin  the 
work.  He  would  put  aside  his  work  on  black 
diamonds  for  the  present,  as  it  was  important 
that  the  other  book  should  be  brought  out 
without  delay  ;  the  only  possible  difficulty  he 
foresaw  was  the  question  of  opening  with  a 
preface.  The  Major's  literary  achievements 
were  invariably  baulked  at  the  outset  by 
obstacles  of  this  kind. 

1  Are  you  fond  of  rowing  V  asked  Evelyn  of 
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Olga,  as  her  father  and  Zassoulich  turned  the 
subject  of  conversation  to  Siberian  emeralds. 

'  I  prefer  being  rowed,'  Olga  replied. 

'  So  much  the  better  ;  Lesley  and  I  will  do 
the  work,  and  as  1  row  stroke,  we  shall  be  able 
to  chat  all  the  while.  Lesley,  you  know,  has 
his  bachelor  quarters  at  Pangbourne — such  a 
jolly  little  box,  almost  opposite  us.  We  can 
see  his  windows  from  the  lawn,  and  we've  a 
code  of  signals  which  we  telegraph  with  our 
tennis  bats  ;  it's  such  fun  !  Do  you  like  lawn 
tennis  ?' 

'  Of  course,  there  is  no  doubt  about  your 
coming  on  the  loth  ?'  Mrs.  Caldecott  said, 
when  the  gossip  was  ended  and  they  were 
parting  company. 

'  Nothing  shall  prevent  us,'  replied  Zassou- 
lich, with  a  profound  bow. 

*  If  McAllister  only  answers  the  letter  in 
time!'  he  murmured  prayerfully,  as  their  car- 
riage   moved    on,    thinking    of    the    Major's 
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diamonds  and  the  careless,  go-as-you-please 
character  of  the  family.  The  wish  found  an 
echo  in  Olga's  heart,  as  she  half  turned  to 
give  a  last  bow  to  Lesley  Dunbar. 

David  McAllister's  reply  did  come  in  time. 
It  was  among  the  letters  brought  to  them  in 
their  private  sitting-room  the  next  morning. 

i  Here  is  one  with  a  Scotch  post-mark,' 
Olga  said. 

'  That's  it — that's  it  !'  said  Zassoulich, 
rubbing  his  hands  in  feverish  excitement. 
'  Read  it.' 

Olga  read  : 

'Sir, 

1  Will  you  kindly  telegraph  the  address 
of  Princess  Rosovski  and  of  your  late  bankers 
in  Moscow  at  once  ?  I  am  informed,  on 
credible  authority,  that  a  convicted  thief 
named  Isaakoff  has  also  escaped  from  Siberia, 
and      is      personating      Prince      Zassoulich. 
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Although  I  have,  personally,  no  doubt  what- 
ever with  regard  to  your  identity,  you  will,  I 
am  sure,  see  the  necessity  which  obliges  me 
to  assure  myself  that  I  am  in  treaty  with 
the  real  Prince  Zassoulich  before  making  the 
pecuniary  advance  you  honour  me  by  demand- 
ing. By  means  of  the  telegraph  we  shall  be 
able  to  settle  the  affair  satisfactorily  to  all 
parties  in  a  few  hours. 
'I  am,  sir, 

'  Your  obedient  servant, 

'  David  McAllister.' 

Olga's  faltering  voice  could  scarcely  struggle 
through  the  last  lines.  As  she  came  to  the 
end  the  letter  dropped  from  her  shaking 
fingers,  and  she  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  as  if  all  the  world  were  witness  to  her 
shame. 

'  That  cursed  Zimmerman  !'  ejaculated  Zas- 
soulich bitterly;  then,  turning  fiercely  towards 
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Olga,  like  a  trapped  fox  snapping  at  the  air  : 
'  Why  didn't  you  write  to  him  ?  Why  didn't 
you  remind  me  of  my  promise  to  pay  him  if 
we  succeeded  ?  He's  heard  of  our  success, 
and  taking  silence  for  a  sign  of  treachery,  has 
retaliated  with  this.     Curse  him  !' 

Olga  made  no  reply.  Zassoulich,  when 
the  paroxysm  of  rage  was  past,  rose  and 
slowly  walked  up  and  down  the  room,  feeling 
his  way  with  outstretched  hands,  his  spirit  at 
the  same  time  groping  in  the  dark  for  points 
of  guidance. 

After  awhile,  coming  back  to  his  chair,  he 
sank  down  in  it  with  a  groan  of  exhaustion. 
It  was  useless  to  search  :  nothing  was  to  be 
found. 

He  had  no  bankers  in  Moscow — no  friends 
of  any  credit  or  position.  His  knowledge  of 
the  contents  of  those  letters  purloined  from 
the  Princess  Rosovski  (and  since  then 
returned)  assured  him  of  her  neutrality,  but 
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of  nothing  more.  She  would  not  willingly 
make  him  an  enemy,  but  he  knew  that  no 
threat  would  induce  her  to  commit  a  fraud. 
No  ;  nothing  was  to  be  done.  As  for  tele- 
graphing to  McAllister — well,  it  was  some 
excuse  for  silence  in  this  direction  that  they 
had  not  the  means  to  pay  for  a  telegram. 

They  sat  there  in  silence  hour  after  hour 
without  the  wish  to  go  out.  What  was  the 
good  of  seeking  invitations  now,  of  associating 
with  pleasant  people  ?  In  twenty-four  hours 
they  would  be  ragged  outcasts  in  Whitechapel, 
stripped  of  their  finery,  dressed  in  a  strange 
garb  for  boys  to  jeer  at,  and  without  one 
friend  in  the  world. 

At  night,  when  Zassoulich  retired  to  his  bed- 
room— bent,  feeble,  spiritless,  the  very  picture 
of  despondency — Parker  led  him  to  a  chair, 
and  having  carefully  closed  the  door,  returned 
with  his  obsequious  air,  preserved  even  in 
the  presence  of  the  blind  man,  and  said  : 
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1  Will  the  Prince  take  a  little  spirit  before 
undressing  V 

He  had  learnt  at  the  Embassy  to  address 
his  master  in  the  third  person. 

'  Yes,  a  good  deal,  and  strong,'  answered 
Zassoulich. 

Parker  mixed  the  grog,  and  put  it  in  his 
master's  hand.  Zassoulich  drank  deeply. 
Parker  took  the  glass  from  his  hand,  and 
replaced  it  with  a  cigarette,  applying  a  light 
when  the  old  man  was  ready  for  it.  Zassou- 
lich, leaning  back  in  the  yielding  cushions 
of  the  saddle-back,  exhaled  the  smoke  with  a 
deep  sigh,  realizing  at  the  last  moment  the 
delights  of  luxury  and  attention. 

'  May  I  ask  if  the  Prince  will  require  my 
services  after  to-night  ?'  asked  Parker. 

Zassoulich  shook  his  head  gloomily. 

'  Mr.  Smythe's  servant  said  the  Prince  was 
going  there  on  Saturday  ;  that  is  why  I 
asked.' 
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Again  Zassoulich  shook  his  head  in  mourn- 
ful silence. 

1  Perhaps  when  the  Prince  goes  into  Berk- 
shire to  visit  Major  Caldecott  ?' 

Another  melancholy  shake  of  the  head  upon 
the  pillow  was  the  response. 

'  My  wife  is  so  attached  to  the  Princess, 
and  my  own  position  is  so  exactly  what  I 
wanted,  that  if  by  any  means — by  any  means,' 
he    repeated,    with    peculiar    emphasis,    '  we 

could  keep  on  the  engagement -' 

Zassoulich,  in  the  act  of  raising  the  cigar- 
ette to  his  lips,  suddenly  arrested  his  hand  ; 
the    lids    of  his    sightless    eyes    rose    on    the 
clouded    ball,    he    ceased    to    breathe    for    a 
moment,  then,  starting  into  an  upright  posi- 
tion as  an  idea  struck  him,  he  said  : 
'  Parker,  have  you  got  money  V 
'A  little,  Prince.' 
'  I  have  none.' 
'  I  am  aware  of  that,  Prince.' 
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1  Then  how  do  you  suppose  I  am   to  pay 
you  for  your  continued  service  ?' 

'  I  do  not  suppose  anything  of  the  kind. 
But  it  struck  us — my  wife  and  me — that  if  we 
accompanied  you  to  that  house  in  Berkshire — 
Major  Caldecott's  ' — he  turned  round  to  make 
sure  the  doors  were  fast,  and,  bending  over 
Zassoulich,  continued,  almost  in  a  whisper, 
'  ive  might  pay  ourselves  /' 


CHAPTER  VII. 

When  Olga  woke  in  the  morning  from  the 
nightmare  that  had  haunted  her  the  night 
through,  and  looked  at  her  watch,  she  found 
it  was  past  nine. 

'  Does  the  Princess  wish  that  I  should 
ring  for  tea?'  asked  Mrs.  Parker — she  was 
to  the  full  as  punctilious  as  her  husband — 
approaching  the  bedside  as  her  mistress 
moved. 

'  No ;  we  are  going  away  this  morning. 
You  were  to  have  called  me  at  seven.  Is  Mr. 
Phillips  waiting  ?' 

Mrs.  Parker  replied  categorically.^  Mr. 
Phillips    had     been     and    gone,    leaving    his 

vol.  i.  7 
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respectful  compliments  to  the  Princess.  She 
had  not  woke  the  Princess  at  seven,  as  she 
seemed  then  to  be  sleeping  so  soundly;  and 
she  understood  that  the  Prince  had  made 
arrangements  to  stay  at  the  hotel  until 
Saturday. 

'Where  is  my  grandfather?'  asked  Olga, 
perplexed  to  the  last  degree  by  this  un- 
expected turn  of  events. 

'  The  Prince  is  in  his  room.  He  wishes  to 
be  undisturbed  till  Parker  returns.  My  hus- 
band has  gone  with  Mr.  Phillips  to  arrange 
some  affairs  on  behalf  of  the  Prince  with  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Meddix.' 

Olga  dared  ask  no  more,  and  Mrs.  Parker's 
lips  remained  firmly  closed,  as  if  under  a  seal. 
At  eleven  o'clock,  Zassoulich  entered  the 
sitting-room  where  Olga  waited  in  restless 
impatience  to  know  her  fate.  There  was  not 
a  trace  of  last  night's  dejection  in  the  old 
man's  face  as   Parker   let   him   in.     He  was 
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absolutely  gay  as  he  saluted  Olga.  When  the 
door  closed,  and  Olga's  hand  told  him  they 
were  alone,  he  grasped  her  arm  and  said : 

'  My  dear  child,  it's  all  right.  That  for 
McAllister,  that  for  Phillips,  that  for  Meddix, 
and  the  whole  tribe  !'  and  he  gave  three  sound- 
ing snaps  with  his  right  finger  and  thumb. 

4  Who  has  done  this  for  us  ?'  asked  Olga. 

'  Parker,'  he  answered,  speaking  low. 

'  On  what  conditions  ?'  she  asked,  with 
quick  suspicion,  seeking  the  truth  in  that  face, 
sometimes  so  benign,  sometimes  so  crafty  in 
its  expression,  always  to  her  so  terrible  in  its 
insincerity.  The  tone  of  apprehension  in  her 
voice  came  just  in  time  to  put  the  old  man  on 
his  guard.  His  exaltation  might  have  led  him 
to  say  too  much.  He  also  was  uncertain  how 
far  she  was  to  be  trusted  ;  for  though,  in  the 
main,  she  had  yielded  under  the  pressure  of  cir- 
cumstances, she  had  rebelled  fiercely  more  than 
once  against  his  guidance.     She  was  capable 

7—2 
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of  ruining  him  as  well  as  herself  upon  some 
paltry  question  of  principle.  Without  remorse 
he  would  have  abandoned  her  to  rot  in  a  ditch  ; 
but  he  could  not  do  without  her;  and  so, 
against  his  stubborn  pride,  he  had  to  humour 
her  and  manage  her  caprices. 

'  Oh,'  he  answered  easily,  '  on  condition  that 
we  repay  them  when  we  can.  They  know 
perfectly  well  that  we  shall  not  stay  in  our 
present  condition  longer  than  we  can  help. 
And  when  we  have  made  our  fortunes — as  we 
must  make  them — the  price  of  their  secrecy  is 
the  payment  of  their  bill.    It's  simple  enough.' 

'  We  enter  into  a  kind  of  partnership  with 
them,'  she  said,  drawing  herself  up. 

'  Something  like  that,'  he  replied,  with  a 
careless  movement  of  his  hands. 

'  Partners  with  our  servants,'  she  said  in 
a  tone  of  disdain. 

Again  he  made  an  outward  sweep  with  his 
hands,  as  if  throwing  away  care. 
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'  It  is  humiliating,'  said  Olga,  with  a  fall  in 
her  voice,  as  she  sank  in  a  chair. 

The  old  man  ceased  to  smile,  and  turned 
towards  her  with  an  angry  stamp  of  his  foot. 
If  he  had  told  her  the  whole  truth  —  that 
the  Parkers  were  henceforth  to  be  their 
masters,  and  they  but  servants,  paid  to 
play  a  part  which  would  serve  their  dis- 
honest ends  —  Olga  might  have  prated 
about  their  humiliation;  but  to  whine  at 
her  lot  as  he  represented  it  was  unendur- 
able. 

1  Do  as  you  please,  fool !'  he  said  fiercely. 
'  Go  to  the  gutter,  if  you  find  less  humilia- 
tion there.  The  choice  is  open  to  you  ;  do 
you  refuse  the  other  course  ?' 

'"No;  I  accept,'  Olga  answered,  after  a 
minute's  reflection,  in  a  tone  of  shame. 

'  Ay,  to  be  sure  you  do,'  he  retorted,  with 
a  sneer.  '  You  haven't  the  courage  to  sink 
nor  the  boldness  to  rise.     What  have  you  to 
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do  with  the  question  of  humiliation  ?  You 
have  no  pride.' 

'  No  pride  ?  I  think  I  have  too  much  for 
one  in  my  state.' 

'  The  pride  of  a  petty  shopkeeper,  who  aims 
to  be  respectable,  and  only  cheats  within  the 
limits  of  the  law,  in  marking  his  goods  "  first 
quality "  when  he  knows  they're  not.  The 
pride  of  the  honest  man,  who  never  robbed  in 
his  life,  but  sneaks  out  of  paying  here,  takes 
advantage  of  another's  oversight  there,  and 
pilfers  where  he  can  with  safety.  If  you  had 
pride,  you'd  rise  like  an  eagle  to  strike,  not 
creep  like  rats  and  vermin  on  your  prey.' 

'  You  speak  as  if  fraud  were  a  necessity.' 

'  And  so  it  is,  to  all  who  would  succeed  ; 
success  is  in  proportion  to  the  fraud.  The 
clever  thief  is  honoured  ;  the  burglar  sent  to 
prison.  One  is  made  a  judge  to  pass  sentence 
on  the  other.  The  blameless  man  is  a  cunning 
hypocrite  ;  the  unmasked  villain  is  a  fool.     All 
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have  something  to  conceal.  No  man  dares  to 
confess  all  that  he  knows  about  himself.  One 
need  not  be  a  keen  observer  to  know  that. 
The  book  of  human  nature  is  open  for  all  to 
study,  and  its  lesson  is  this:  Trust  no  one. 
We  differ  in  degree,  but  not  in  kind.  In  all 
the  world  there's  not  one  honest  man.' 

The  old  man  was  content  with  himself,  as 
most  orators  are  who  have  it  all  their  own  way 
in  an  argument,  and,  not  to  spoil  a  good  thing 
by  overdoing  it,  he  said  no  more  upon  the 
subject.  His  teaching  was  not  without  effect 
upon  Olga.  She  could  not  oppose  her  senti- 
ments to  his  reasoning,  and,  indeed,  despite  her 
repugnance  to  his  doctrine,  she  felt  that  there 
must  be  some  truth  in  it.  It  seemed  to  her 
that,  in  this  game  of  life,  those  must  lose  who 
did  not  conceal  their  hands  ;  and,  limited  as  her 
experience  was,  she  saw  that  nearly  everyone 
was,  more  or  less,  untrue  to  himself — each  one 
disguising  his  true  character  in  some  way,  and 
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assuming  (in  the  simple  matter  of  dress  and 
outward  appearances,  for  example)  a  state  other 
than  his  own.  And,  in  assuming  a  condition 
to  which  they  were  not  entitled,  were  they 
offending  more  than  those  who  made  a  like 
practice  in  a  minor  degree — the  servants  who 
strut  out  on  Sundays  with  the  airs  of  their 
masters  ?  Ignoring  that  their  new  position 
entailed  anything  more  than  this,  she  dis- 
charged her  scruples  with  a  sigh,  drove 
through  the  parks  in  the  afternoons,  as 
usual,  and  on  Saturday  descended,  all  smiles, 
upon  the  Smythes,  of  Wimbledon, 

Nothing  in  the  behaviour  of  Parker  or  Mrs. 
Parker  intimated  in  the  slightest  degree  the 
change  of  circumstances.  There  was  an  ex- 
ternal fixity  in  Mrs.  Parker's  countenance 
which  it  seemed  no  condition  could  alter. 
Olga's  only  apprehension  was  caused  by  that 
letter  from  McAllister.  One  day  she  spoke  on 
the  subject  to  her  grandfather. 
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'  You  may  be  sure  I  have  overlooked 
nothing,'  he  replied.  '  There's  only  one  way 
in  which  a  Prince  could  reply  to  such  a  letter 
as  that,  and  a  dignified  silence  is  all  he  will 
get  out  of  me.  There's  nothing  whatever  to 
fear.  It  will  do  him  no  good,  but  a  great 
deal  of  harm,  to  publish  what  that  rascal 
Zimmerman  has  told  him  ;  and  he's  far  too 
clever  to  do  himself  an  injury.  Society 
would  hold  him  responsible  for  introducing 
us.  Even  if  he  wished  to  injure  us— and  he 
has  no  reason  to  hate  us — it  would  take  him 
months  to  bring  evidence  confirming  Zimmer- 
man's statements.  And  what  then  ?  If  they 
brought  the  real  Zassoulich  from  Kara  to 
confront  us,  we  should  simply  have  to  say 
that  he  was  an  impostor  backed  up  by  the 
Russian  Government,  and  not  we  the  im- 
postors. These  English  will  believe  anjT- 
thing  you  like  to  say  against  the  Russian 
Government,  and    I    believe   it  would  be  an 
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absolute  advantage  to  have  the  Russian 
Embassy  and  all  the  congregation  of  the 
Greek  Church  against  us.  Party  feeling 
would  be  roused,  and  the  ignorant  public 
would  be  all  on  our  side.  Why,  these 
people  will  absolutely  go  mad  in  the  defence 
of  a  murderer  convicted  by  a  judge  and  jury. 
What  more  can  we  wish  for  ?' 

Certainly  the  treatment  they  received  at 
present  left  nothing  to  be  desired.  Their  stay 
at  Wimbledon  was  made  agreeable  by  every 
means  that  consideration  and  a  lavish  expen- 
diture of  money  could  provide,  and  when 
they  left  to  go  to  the  Caldecotts,  Mrs.  Smythe 
shed  tears,  so  great  was  the  affection  she  felt 
for  Olga,  so  great  her  sympathy  and  respect 
for  the  Prince,  and  such  social  distinction  had 
their  visit  produced.  It  had  been  a  success 
all  through.  The  only  act  that  brought  the 
Parkers  into  notice  was  one  which  left  a 
pleasant    impression   of   their  honesty.      One 
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morning,  after  a  card-party,  Parker  presented 
Mr.  Smythe  with  a  sovereign,  which  he  said 
he  had  picked  up  on  the  floor.  Of  course,  for 
his  honesty,  he  was  told  to  keep  it  :  so  he  put 
the  piece  back  in  the  pocket  he  had  taken  it 
from,  getting,  at  any  rate,  a  good  character 
for  his  pains. 

Their  reception  at  Pangbourne  was  marked 
by  no  display  of  special  preparation  or  servile 
attention.  The  Caldecotts  were  accustomed 
to  good  living  and  good  society.  Anyone 
invited  to  their  house  received  a  hearty  wel- 
come and  the  best  they  had  to  give.  They 
could  offer  their  visitors  no  more,  and  they 
did  not  attempt  to.  The  frank,  uncon- 
strained, easy-going  manners  of  this  family 
were  a  delightful  change  to  Olga  from  the 
restless  anxiety  to  give  satisfaction  which 
made  familiarity  with  the  families  at  Onslow 
Square  and  AVimbledon  impossible.  She 
seemed  to  breathe  a  new  air,  pure  and  whole- 
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some  as  the  breeze  that  came  down  from  the 
beech  woods  :  it  was  good. 

There  were  no  other  visitors  in  the  house 
when  they  arrived.  Lesley  Dunbar  dropped 
in  after  lunch,  and  the  Major  having  changed 
his  morning  suit  for  flannels  and  a  blazer, 
they  went  down  to  the  tennis  lawn.  As  Olga 
could  not  play,  Mrs.  Caldecott  took  a  racquet 
to  make  up  the  set,  playing  with  Lesley 
against  Evelyn  and  her  father.  Olga  looked 
on  in  amazement,  the  physical  exertion  of 
Evelyn  astonishing  her  not  less  than  the 
agility  of  the  portly  Mrs.  Caldecott  and 
the  vivacity  of  the  burly  Major  ;  and  she 
liked  all  of  them  the  better  because,  to 
her  foreign  eyes,  they  appeared  a  little  bit 
ridiculous,  playing  like  quite  young  chil- 
dren. 

'  Oh,  my  side !'  exclaimed  the  Major,  stick- 
ing his  knuckles  under  his  ribs  after  a  severe 
set,  as  he  came  across  the  lawn  to  where  Olga 
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sat.  '  Will  you  take  a  ball  or  two,  Miss 
Zassoulich  ?' 

'  Oh,  no — no — no  !'  she  replied.  '  I  must 
wait  till  I'm  acclimatized/ 

*  I  should  have  thought  you  capable  of 
anything  after  Siberia/  said  Lesley. 

'  My  sufferings  up  to  now,'  she  replied, 
turning  upon  him  with  a  flash  of  humour  in 
her  eyes,  ;  have  been  passive.' 

She  watched  Evelyn  and  Lesley  closely, 
with  feminine  interest  in  the  attachment  she 
believed  to  exist  between  them. 

'  Thank  you,  Les/  called  Evelyn  in  her  full 
contralto,  indicating  the  balls  she  wanted  as 
she  pushed  back  the  hair  from  her  moist  brow. 
Instead  of  bringing  the  balls  to  her  hand  with 
a  compliment,  he  sent  them  to  her  feet  with  a 
sweep  of  his  bat,  continuing  his  conversation 
with  the  Major. 

Olga  could  not  imagine  young  people — 
even    though   they  were    English — loving   in 
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this  cavalier  fashion  ;  and  watching  them  still, 
from  day  to  day,  she  became  convinced  that, 
though  a  man  could  entertain  a  strong  affec- 
tion for  a  woman  with  whom  he  was  on  such 
terms  of  familiar  equality,  he  could  never  love 
her  passionately.  No,  the  grand  passion  was 
impossible  with  lawn  tennis.  Perhaps  that 
is  why  she  never  tried  to  play  the  game 
seriously. 

As  she  became  better  acquainted  with  the 
Caldecotts  she  liked  them  more ;  their 
undisguised  defects,  their  unpretentious  vir- 
tues, endeared  them  to  her,  and  restored  her 
shaken  belief  in  human  honesty,  setting  up 
again  the  lovable  god  of  Truth  which  her 
grandfather  had  overthrown.  Here  was  a 
living  refutation  of  his  sweeping  cynical 
generalities.  All  men  were  not  alike  base. 
Here  were  those  who  had  no  secrets  to 
conceal. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

One  extreme  produced  another.  From 
believing  that  all  must  conceal  their  hands, 
Olga  flew  to  the  conclusion  that  Evelyn  must 
show  all  her  cards.  She  said  to  herself  that  a 
girl  so  fearless  and  outspoken  could  not  love 
Lesley  Dunbar  without  letting  it  be  known. 
And  there  was  no  motive  for  concealment. 
She  was  not  aware  that  we  would  rather  not 
have  it  known  that  we  have  any  feeling  at  all, 
and  that  an  English  girl  makes  a  secret  of 
being:  in  love  almost  as  if  it  were  a  shameful 
thing. 

One     day    Olga     said,     with    a    view    to 
confirming    her    belief,    '  I   want   to    ask  you 
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something  :  Do  English  girls  ever  fall  in 
love  ?' 

Evelyn  rested  on  her  oars  —  she  was 
paddling  her  friend  among  the  backwaters — 
looked  at  her  in  amazement  for  a  few 
moments,  and  then,  reddening  to  her  temples, 
replied : 

1  Rather  !'  with  a  strong  emphasis  on  the 
first  syllable. 

'  When  you  say  you  are  rather  angry  you 
mean  not  very  much.  Does  the  word  apply 
to  love  in  the  some  way  ?' 

'  Oh  no  !     It's  not  at  all  the  same  thino-. 

o 

Rather  is  slang.  I  should  have  said  "very 
much  " — oh,  some  girls  are  awfully  spoony  !' 

1  Spoon-ie — what  is  that  ?' 

'  Why,  you  know  when  a  man  makes  a 
dreadful  donkey  of  himself,  we  call  him  a 
spoon  ;  and  when  he  talks  a  lot  of  nonsense 
to  you,  he  is  spooning  ;  and  when  both  parties 
behave  like  a    pair  of   stupids,    then   they're 
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spoony.'  She  was  silent  a  moment,  and  then, 
as  the  vision  of  two  lovers  walking  as  if  moon- 
struck side  by  side,  with  not  a  word  to  say  to 
each  other,  came  before  her  imagination,  tick- 
ling her  sense  of  humour,  she  laughed,  a  blush 
flushing  her  pretty  face,  and  added,  in  a  tone 
of  expostulation,  c  Oh  !  it  is  frightfully  silly 
when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  isn't  it  ?' 

'No;  I  do  not  think  so,'  answered  Olga, 
to  whose  mind  the  idea  of  love  brought  no 
ridiculous  image.  '  Love  to  me,  though  I 
have  not  loved,  appears  very  beautiful  and 
very  terrible  :  like  the  waves  of  the  sea, 
that  nothing  can  stay  —  like  the  lightning 
out  of  the  sky  !' 

1 1  dare  say  it  does,'  said  Evelyn  gravely, 
suddenly  awed  by  Olga's  earnestness.  '  It 
is  so  different  with  you.  Your  books  are  all 
tragic ;  your  love  never  brings  happiness. 
I  suppose  we  are  not  so  much  in  earnest. 
I    wonder    why    that    is?'       She    raised    her 

vol.  1.  8 
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eyebrows,  and  looked  reflectively  in  the 
water,  resting  on  her  oars.  Olga  waited, 
silent,  for  the  result  of  her  meditations,  and 
presently  she  continued  :  '  I  suppose  it's 
because  we  in  England  have  so  much  free- 
dom. You  out  of  it  are  so  restricted  before 
marriage.' 

'  What  difference  does  that  make  ?  Our 
hearts  beat  just  the  same.' 

'  Yes  ;  but,  you  see,  we  can  get  all  our 
flirting  done  before  marriage.  And  then,  if 
difficulties  arise,  the  consequences  are  not  so 
terrible.  If  we  can't  agree,  we  change  our 
affections.  We  can  separate  and  be  happy, 
but  you  can't  do  that  if  you're  married,  and 
then  the  trouble  comes.' 

1  Do  you  flirt  ?'  asked  Olga,  point-blank, 
encouraged  by  the  candour  in  Evelyn's 
face. 

'  Oh,  we  all  do  !  We  pretend  we  don't, 
but  we  do  f 
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'  Not  when  you  are  engaged  ?' 

Evelyn  was  silent  a  moment,  and  then 
she  laughed,  her  sense  of  humour  again 
stirred  by  the  memory  of  her  own  delin- 
quencies, in  spite  of  her  belief  that  she 
should  one  day  marry  Lesley. 

'  I  think  we're  rather  worse  when  we're 
engaged  than  when  we're  not  ;  the  tempta- 
tion to  be  mischievous  is  so  delightfully 
irresistible.' 

'  And  that  does  not  lead  to  serious 
consequences  ?'  Olga  asked. 

'  Of  course,  we  have  dreadful  quarrels — I 
speak  in  a  general  sense,  you  know,  because 
I  am  not  really  engaged — but  the  reconcilia- 
tion after  is  so  delicious  that  it's  quite  worth 
a  little  rupture  to  get  it.' 

c  But  suppose  there  is  no  reconciliation  ?' 
Olga  persisted. 

'  Oh,  then  there's  a  good  deal  of  crying  ! 
And  we  mope  and  look  miserable,  and  papa 
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has  to  take  us  down  South  for  three  or 
four  months.  And  we  generally  come 
back  desperately  in  love  with  somebody 
else/ 

6  Nothing  worse  than  that  V  Olga  asked, 
smiling. 

'  Not  in  ordinary  cases.  We  never  throw 
vitriol  in  each  other's  faces,  or  shoot  our- 
selves, or  go  on  in  that  way — not  people  in 
our  class  of  society.' 

Olga's  conscience  was  appeased.  Surely 
Evelyn  could  not  speak  in  this  strain  were 
she  deeply  in  love  with  Lesley.  The  fact 
that  they  were  not  engaged  showed  that 
their  feeling  did  not  amount  to  a  passion. 

At  that  moment  he  who  was  in  the 
thoughts  of  both  —  Lesley  —  came  plunging 
down  the  steep  side  of  the  wooded  hill. 

'  Mind  the  quarry,  Les !'  Evelyn  cried, 
recognising  his  gray  suit  through  the  under- 
wood. 
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He  came  over  the  gravel-cutting  with  a 
six-foot  drop,  and  stood  panting  on  the  bank, 
hat  in  hand,  radiant  as  Apollo. 

1  Why,  however  did  you  find  us  ¥  asked 
Evelyn,  her  eyes  aglow  with  admiration  of 
his  handsome  figure  and  manly  vigour. 

'  Thine  eyes  are  loadstars,  and  thy  tongue 
sweet  air,'  he  said,  smiling.  '  I  heard  you 
laugh  on  the  top  of  the  hill.  It's  as  good  as 
a  foghorn.' 

'  A  man  might  say  such  a  thing  as  that 
to  a  sister,  but  to  a  girl  he  loved,  never,' 
Olga  said  to  herself. 

*  Oh,  I  know  I've  got  a  voice  like  a  man's,' 
Evelyn  retorted,  laughing  at  her  own  expense. 
She  liked  Lesley's  chaff,  knowing  how  ten- 
derly considerate  he  could  be  in  season. 
'  Where  did  you  find  those  wind-flowers  ?' 

'  On  the  top  of  the  hill;  the  whole  place 
is  white  with  them,  where  it's  not  blue  with 
hyacinths.     May  I  ¥  he   a^ked,  bending  for- 
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ward  and  throwing  the  little  bouquet  of  wild- 
flowers  at  Olga's  feet. 

She  took  them  up,  giving  hirn  that  long 
lingering  smile  which  invariably  upsets  the 
coolest  man's  equanimity. 

'  Oh,  I  must  have  some  for  the  dining- 
table  ;  the  gardeners  won't  let  us  take  any 
more  flowers  from  the  houses.' 

1  The  hill  is  too  steep  for  Miss  Zassoulich 
just  here,  but  there's  a  practicable  path  about 
a  hundred  yards  further  on.' 

After  a  brief  discussion  the  boat  was 
drawn  in,  and  Evelyn  steadied  it  with  a 
scull,  while  Lesley  helped  Olga  to  land. 
The  cold  winds  of  the  late  spring  had  sud- 
denly given  place  to  the  warmth  of  summer, 
and  Olga  wore  for  the  first  time  a  black-lace 
dress  with  net  sleeves,  through  which  her 
beautifully  rounded  arms  looked  like  marble. 
Her  close-fitting  bodice,  cut  low  in  the 
throat,   pronounced     the    feminine     grace   of 
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her  figure.  A  lar^e  lace  hat  made  a  dark 
setting  to  her  white  face.  Evelyn,  in  a 
rigid  straw  hat  and  boating  costume — her 
most  becoming  dress  in  Lesley's  eyes 
hitherto  —  looked  almost  masculine  by  her 
side,  and  her  movements  by  comparison 
ungainly. 

When  they  reached  the  narrow  path, 
Evelyn,  eager  to  get  the  anemones,  went  on 
first. 

'  Will  you  leave  me  here  till  you  have 
taken  Miss  Caldecott  up  V  Olga  asked. 

'  Oh  !'  he  replied  with  a  laugh,  '  she 
would  not  accept  my  help  if  I  offered  it. 
She's  too  proud  of  her  independence  for 
that.' 

'  It  is  strange  to  be  proud  of  that.' 
'  Do  you  think  so  ?' 

'  Yes.  Because  it  is  a  great  pleasure  to 
accept  assistance.'  She  laid  her  hand  upon 
his  offered  arm. 
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'  Not  greater  pleasure  than  it  is  to  give 
it,'  Lesley  answered  fervently. 

'  That  is  more  than  a  compliment :  it  is  a 
truth.  Oh,  the  strong  and  the  weak  should 
be  friends,  for  one  must  have  something  to 
worship  and  the  other  to  cherish.  I  would 
not  be  independent  to  lose  so  much,  and  gain 
so  little.' 

'  I  am  glad  of  it.  I  think  you  must  give  me 
your  hand  over  this  part/  he  added,  retaining 
for  a  brief  instant  that  soft  hand,  though 
the  rougher  part  was  crossed  —  *  especially  at 
this  moment.' 

The  contact  of  their  hands  thrilled  him 
through,  the  perfume  from  her  glove  rose 
to  his  brain  like  the  fume  of  a  narcotic,  the 
glance  of  her  soft,  dark  eyes  went  to  his  very 
soul  ;  his  pulse  throbbed  with  an  ecstasy  he 
had  never  known  till  now,  and  in  that 
in  tetant  a  mad  desire  to  retain  her  hand,  to 
go   further,  seized   him.     Then    an  exclama- 
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tion  from  above,  as  Evelyn  caught  sight  of 
the  anemones,  brought  him  back  to  his 
senses ;  he  relinquished  her  hand,  and  they 
went  on  in  perfect  silence,  Lesley  embarrassed 
by  the  demand  upon  his  self-restraint,  Olga 
occupied  in  speculation  upon  the  signifi- 
cance of  that  momentary  but  unmistakable 
demonstration. 

There  was  no  occasion  to  offer  his  arm 
again — the  path  was  less  difficult,  and  Olga 
had  to  take  up  her  skirt — so  he  folded  his 
hands  resolutely  behind  him;  but  the  desire 
to  linger  on  the  way,  to  take  her  hand  again, 
to  look  into  her  eyes  for  some  encouraging 
light  in  their  depths,  was  felt  none  the  less 
because  it  had  to  be  suppressed.  Even  that 
silent  embarrassment  added  a  piquant,  charm 
to  the  situation, 

'  This  man  will  ask  me  to  be  his  wife  if  I 
give  him  the  opportunity,'  Olga  said  to  her- 
self; 4  and  why  shouldn't  I  ?     Evelyn's  feeling 
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for  him  can  be  nothing  more  than  friendship — 
fellowship — affection,  at  the  most.  If  she 
loved  him,  would  not  her  eyes  detect  what  is 
clear  to  mine  ?  If  she  loved  him,  could  she 
wish  to  be  independent — would  she  abandon 
him  to  me  ?' 

Meanwhile  poor  Evelyn  was  bending  down 
among  the  anemones,  hurriedly  gathering  the 
flowers  she  distinguished  through  the  gather- 
ing mist  in  her  eyes,  with  a  grievous  pain  in 
her  heart.  She  was  only  too  conscious  of 
her  own  shortcomings.  That  allusion  to  her 
laugh — uttered  carelessly,  without  an  unkind 
thought,  she  knew — rankled  in  her  memory. 
She  knew  she  was  boisterous,  and  that  her 
laugh  was  loud  ;  she  almost  feared  that  her 
manner  was  wanting  in  delicate  tone.  She 
knew  that  she  compared  unfavourably  with 
Olga,  and  that  by  no  effort  could  she  ever 
hope  to  be  so  fascinating.  And  she  knew  now 
that  Lesley  only  loved  her  as  he  would  have 
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loved  his  sister  had  he  had  one,  and  not  as  a 
man  loves  a  girl  whom  he  desires  to  make  his 
wife.  She  knew  that  he  was  lingering  down 
there  to  be  alone  with  Olga.  '  And  he  wishes 
me  twenty  miles  away,'  she  said  to  herself, 
with  a  furtive  glance  behind,  to  see  that  they 
were  not  yet  in  sight,  and  then  a  quick  search 
for  her  handkerchief,  to  brush  away  the 
gathered  tear.  Oh,  she  was  not  blind — 
choking  down  a  little  sob — to  Olga's  in- 
fluence over  him — the  growing  infatuation  he 
manifested  in  her  presence.  And  she  over- 
stepped the  truth  in  estimating  Olga's  feelings 
towards  him.  ;  She  loves  him,  and  no  wonder,' 
she  said.  That  was  an  error.  Olga  did  not 
love  him  ;  she  had  rather  a  contempt  for  him, 
believing  he  must  be  weak  to  be  so  quickly 
won.  Evelyn  saw  the  drift  of  her  questions 
— in  that  attributing  unjustly  an  oblique 
inquiry  to  Olga  of  which  she  was  innocent. 
But  not  for  the  world  would  she  have  said  a 
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word  to  betray  her  own  feeling  in  the  matter, 
to  impede  the  free  course  of  her  rival.  Not 
to  secure  her  lover  would  she  have  loitered  on 
the  way,  preventing  their  intercourse.  She 
would  not  accept  part  of  Lesley's  heart  ;  if  it 
could  not  be  wholly  hers,  she  would  do 
nothing  to  bind  him  to  the  tacit  engagement 
that  had  existed  between  them.  She  had  too 
much  pride  for  that. 

Another  observer  had  marked  the  tendency 
of  Lesley's  affection  to  estrangement.  The 
Right  Hon.  Charles  Dexter  Dunbar  usually 
ran  down  at  the  end  of  the  week  and  spent  a 
couple  of  days  with  his  son,  and  very  little 
escaped  his  observation  wherever  he  went. 

'  A  very  fascinating  young  woman,  this  Olga 
Zassoulich,'  he  said  to  his  son  one  evening, 
when  they  were  returning  from  the  Caldecotts. 

'  Isn't  she,  sir  ?'  Lesley  replied,  eagerly 
responsive. 

'  Charming  in  every  way.' 
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'  Her  romantic  story  adds  so  greatly  to 
one's  interest,'  Lesley  suggested. 

'Without  that  her  position  would  not  be 
the  brilliant  one  it  is.  Bubbles  are  brilliant, 
too  ;  they  invariably  burst,  and  their  end  is, 
more  or  less,  an  unpleasant  mess.' 

i  I  don't  quite  see  the  connection,  sir.' 

;  I  was  thinking  of  the  Zassoulich  reputa- 
tion, and  of  something  I  heard  from  the 
Russian  Ambassador  on  Wednesday.  He  has 
telegraphed  to  St.  Petersburg,  and  been  told 
in  reply  that  Prince  Zassoulich  and  his 
daughter  are  still  in  safe  keeping  at  Kara.' 

1  Oh,  the  Russian  Government  would 
naturally  say  anything  to  damp  public 
sympathy  with  escaped  political  exiles.' 

1  It  is  possible.  On  the  other  hand,  David 
McAllister  frankly  told  me  that  he  knew 
nothing  about  these  people,  except  that  they 
came  with  a  letter  of  recommendation  from  a 
business  correspondent  in  Hamburg.     We  may 
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learn  the  truth  some  day.  Meanwhile,  our 
attitude  should  be  one  of  prudent  reserve. 
They  profess  to  be  ruined.  That  may  be  only 
a  faqon  de  parler.  Do  you  know  anything 
certainly  about  their  pecuniary  position  ?' 

'  Less  than  I  know  of  my  own/  said  Lesley 
pointedly. 

1  There  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not 
know  your  position  clearly.  It  is  best  you 
should.  When  you  marry,  or  choose  to  take 
the  management  of  your  own  fortune — 
to-morrow,  if  you  will  —  you  will  have 
£10,000.  This  is  as  much  as  I  can  afford 
to  give  you  at  present.  It  is  not  a  large 
fortune,  but,  if  you  marry  well,  it  may  serve 
until  our  party  comes  in  again.  Caldecott 
says  he  shall  give  Evelyn  £20,000,  or  the 
equivalent,  when  she  marries.' 

Lesley  found  this  turn  of  conversation  in 
some  way  repugnant  to  his  feelings,  and  said 
nothing. 
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1  It  would  be  very  unwise/  the  Right  Hon. 
continued,  in  his  measured  tones,  after  walking 
a  dozen  yards  in  silence,  '  to  jeopardize  the 
chance  of  getting  such  a  wife  as  Evelyn  will 
make,  with  a  fortune  of  £20,000.' 

'  How  do  you  mean,  sir  ?' 

'  I  mean  it  would  be  highly  imprudent 
to  entangle  yourself  in  a  liaison  with  Miss 
Zassoulich.' 

'  Miss  Zassoulich  !'  Lesley  exclaimed. 
1  Why,  I  am  virtually  engaged  to  Evelyn.' 

'  That  is  why  I  pointed  out  that  it  would  be 
unwise  to  yield  to  the  fascination  of  Miss 
Zassoulich,'  said  the  sententious  ex-Minister, 
with  a  dry  cough. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

With  a  hammock  chair  in  one  hand  and  a 
magazine  in  the  other,  Lesley  strolled  out 
from  his  breakfast-room  to  enjoy  a  quiet  pipe. 
It  was  the  morning  after  his  talk  with  the 
Right  Honourable,  and  his  eyes,  in  glancing 
across  the  river,  fell  on  the  great  cedar  on  the 
Caldecotts'  lawn.  He  stopped  short,  and, 
puffing  slowly  at  his  pipe,  asked  himself 
seriously  if  there  was  anything  in  what  his 
father  had  said.  Had  he  gone  too  far  with 
Olga  Zassoulich  ?  Of  course  he  had  been 
attracted  by  her.  He  admired  her  very  much 
— everybody  did.  And  perhaps  he  had  been 
particular  in  his  attentions  ;   and,  well,  there 
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was  no  good  in  blinking  the  fact  :  she  had 
fetched  him  considerably.  But  he  had  been 
fetched  before  by  a  dozen — a  score  of  pretty 
girls.  It  was  nonsense  to  suppose  that  either 
he  or  Evelyn  was  so  desperately  in  love  with 
each  other  that  they  could  not  think  of  any- 
one else  ;  that  was  the  sort  of  thing  that 
could  only  exist  in  a  novel,  and  a  very  poor 
one,  too,  an  exclusive  devotion  as  absurd  in 
theory  as  it  was  in  fact.  The  question  wras, 
had  he  gone  such  lengths  as  to  affect  his 
relations  with  Evelyn,  or  even  to  give  her  real 
cause  of  complaint  ?  Because,  if  he  had  gone 
so  far,  he  certainly  ought  to  pull  up  sharp. 
Not  for  the  reasons  suggested  by  his  father. 
4  Thank  God,'  he  parenthesized,  '  I've  never 
thought  of  what  I  should  get  by  marrying  her 
besides  a  jolly  good  wife  ;'  but  because  Evelyn 
was  the  last  person  in  the  world  upon  whom 
he  would  inflict  pain  if  he  could  help  it — jolly 
old  girl  !  No,  upon  impartial  consideration, 
vol.  t.  9 
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setting  down  the  hammock  chair,  and  bump- 
ing himself  into  it  with  an  easy  conscience  and 
the  satisfaction  that  springs  from  the  know- 
ledge of  that  possession,  he  might  conclude 
that  he  had  not  gone  too  far.  Besides, 
Evelyn  was  always  sharp  enough  to  discover 
his  small  flirtations,  and  fearless  enough  to 
let  him  know  what  she  thought  of  him  when 
her  opinion  was  deprecatory,  and  as  she  had 
never  said  a  word  about  Olga,  it  was  clear  she 
acquitted  him  of  any  misbehaviour.  Still,  for 
her  sake,  he  would  be  on  his  guard  ;  and,  in 
truth,  one  needed  all  one's  self-possession 
under    the    dark    eyes    of    that    lovely    little 

Russian,  who 

Just  at  that  moment  a  flash  of  white  on 
the  Caldecotts'  lawn  broke  off  his  reflec- 
tions, and  he  started  to  his  feet  with  an 
eagerness  not  stimulated  by  the  hope  of  see- 
Evelyn,  for  when  he  discovered  it  was 
she,    he    turned    to    the   railing  by    his    side, 
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and    gravely  knocked   the   ashes    out    of  his 
pipe. 

A  wave  of  repentance  surged  over  him,  and 
as  he  looked  again  across  the  river,  his  face  lit 
up  with  warm  affection.  He  signalled  to 
Evelyn  with  the  magazine  ;  then  ran  down  to 
the  water's  edge,  stepped  into  his  dingy,  and 
pulled  across  the  stream. 

She  smiled  a  welcome  upon  him  as  he 
pulled  to  the  shore,  having  come  down  the 
lawn  with  the  hope  that  he  would  see  her. 

'  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Eve,  to-day  V 
he  asked. 

1  No  engagements,'  she  replied,  with  a  shrug 
and  a  cheerful  shake  of  the  hand. 

'  .Will  you  go  fishing  with  me — lovely 
morning  for  the  water  ?' 

'  Lovely !    I  should  like  it ;  you  know  that. 
Then,  with  a  little  hesitation  in  her  voice,  she 
asked,  <  Shall  I  fetch  Olga  ?' 

'Is  it  necessary  V  he  asked,  after  a  pause,  as 

9—2 
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he  tilted  his  hat  to  shield  his  eyes  from  the 
sun. 

'  Papa  said  he  certainly  would  begin  the 
book  this  morning  ;  he  asked  her  quite 
earnestly  last  night  to  meet  him  in  the  library 
at  eleven.  But ' — after  a  little  struggle  with 
her  conscience — *  he  has  said  that  every  night 
regularly,  and ' 

'  Oh  no  !  We'll  leave  her  out.  Can't  talk 
and  fish  too.  Let  them  know  you're  going 
down  stream  with  me,  and  I'll  pull  over  for 
the  rods.' 

She  nodded  and  he  pushed  off. 

4  Oh,  Les,'  she  called,  after  going  a  step 
towards  the  house,  '  shall  I  come  in  this 
dress,?' 

Lesley  shifted  his  position  to  examine  her. 
He  had  not  remarked  what  sort  of  dress  she 
wore.  Yet  she  had  put  it  on  for  the  first  time 
that  morning,  in  the  hope  that  he  would  like 
her  in  it,  having  had  it  made  expressly  to  fit 
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close  to  her  figure,  and  lacecl  her  corsets  to 
accommodate  her  figure  to  the  dress. 

'  Oh,  heavens,  you  can't  pull  in  that  thing  !' 
he  exclaimed,  seeing  nothing  but  its  unfitness 
for  the  occasion.  l  Slip  on  your  old  boating 
dress  ;  that's  the  only  wear.' 

It  was  a  little  bit  disheartening,  especially  as 
she  had  overcome  her  pride  and  many  stubborn 
resolutions  to  maintain  her  own  character  when 
she  had  this  dress  made  like  Olga's,  with  the 
self  admission  that  it  was  to  win  his  approval. 

'  Oh,  never  mind,'  she  said  to  herself.  '  It 
serves  me  right  for  putting  on  this  hateful 
thing,  and  trying  to  look  smaller  than  I  am. 
If  he  doesn't  like  me  as  Nature  has  made  me, 
he  can  never  like  me  at  all.' 

Her  spirits  revived  when  she  had  taken  off 
the  new  dress  and  slipped  on  her  flannels. 

'  Oh  !  that's  ever  so  much  better,'  she  said, 
looking  at  herself  in  the  glass.  '  I  do  look 
English,  anyhow.' 
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As  she  went  down  through  the  garden  she 
plucked  a  flower  for  her  dress,  excusing 
Lesley  in  advance  for  overlooking  her 
feminine  requirements  in  the  preoccupation 
of  getting  the  lines  together.  She  carried  it 
in  her  hand,  though,  out  of  sight,  in  case, 
despite  all,  he  had  recollected  his  old  practice 
of  bringing  her  a  flower.  And  he  had  thought 
of  it,  bless  his  kind  heart  !  He  was  waiting 
for  her  at  the  water's  edge,  trimming  the 
thorns  from  the  stem  of  a  rose. 

They  pulled  up  towards  Streatley  on  the 
look-out  for  likely  places,  and  selected  a  corner 
where  they  had  fished  a  hundred  times  before. 
It  was  not  a  good  place  for  fish  from  an 
angler's  point  of  view,  but  for  that  reason 
they  were  more  likely  to  have  it  to  themselves, 
and  not  be  bothered  by  the  proximity  of  other 
fishers.  There  was  a  pleasant  view  of  golden 
meadows  opposite,  the  trees  afforded  shade 
from  the   sun,  and    one   could   throw    a   line 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  135 

without  getting  it  mixed  up  with  the  boughs 
overhead.     Evelyn  knew  every  tuft  of  bending 
sedge  and  every  willow  around  them,  and  loved 
them  for  the  sake  of  the  dear  memories  they 
revived,  and  it  was  perfect  happiness  to   sit 
there  and  dream,  watching  her  float  as  it  went 
peacefully   down  with  the  current,  with  the 
consciousness   that    Lesley  was    sitting  quite 
close  to  her,   and  inhaling  with  gladness  an 
occasional    whiff    of    smoke    from    his    pipe. 
There  was  not    much  sport,  but  that  didn't 
matter.     Over  and  over  again  they  had  been 
told  that  they  must  bait  overnight  and  get  up 
at  daybreak,  and  fish  with  worms  or  gentles, 
or  some  other  horrid,  wriggling  thing.     But 
they    preferred  to   come    clown   in    this   way, 
and    bait   with   pellets   of   bread-crumbs    and 
fish  in  that  artless  way,  even  if  they  caught 
nothing. 

When  they  had  been  '  fishing'  (the  turned 
commas    are   necessary)   for    about    nn    hour, 
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Evelyn  purposely  threw  her  line  at  the  wrong 
moment,  and  got  it  entangled  with  Lesley's, 
just  to  see  if  he  would  be  as  patient  with  her 
as  ever. 

4 1  knew  you  would  !'  he  said,  with  a  touch 
of  vexation  in  his  voice.  *  You  always  do, 
just  as  I'm  going  to  get  a  bite.' 

He  held  up  the  tangled  lines  ruefully  ; 
their  eyes  met,  and  they  burst  into  a  laugh 
at  their  own  expense.  Turning  round  on 
the  thwarts,  face  to  face,  they  set  to  work 
to  unravel  the  knots,  helping  each  other, 
hindering  each  other,  wasting  an  hour  without 
a  moment's  regret — with  positive  delight  to 
Evelyn. 

1  I  suppose  it's  time  to  think  of  going  home 
to  lunch,'  she  said  with  a  sigh,  when  their 
lines  were  at  length  separated. 

'  Lunch  !  But  we've  caught  nothing  yet  !' 
Lesley  said,  with  vehemence. 

'  We  never  do.'  she  replied  with  a  smile  ; 
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'  except  that  day  when  we  caught  three. 
Don't  you  remember  ?' 

'  I  should  think  I  did  !' 

Then  they  fell  into  a  chatting  reminiscence 
of  bygone  expeditions  they  had  made  to- 
gether since  the  day  when  Leslie,  having 
half-a-crown  given  him  on  his  twelfth  birth- 
day, bought  two  rods  and  lines  complete, 
and  sixpenny  worth  of  hardbake,  and  took 
Evelyn,  then  about  eight,  to  fish  for  '  real 
big  uns.' 

'  What  glorious  days  we've  spent  on  this 
beautiful  old  river,  you  and  I  !'  Lesley  said, 
in  conclusion. 

Evelyn  could  hardly  reply  for  the  emotion 
that  choked  her  as  she  thought  of  all  this 
happiness  gone  by  now. 

Lesley  would  not  hear  of  going  home  to 
lunch — that  was  quite  against  ancient  usage. 
When  it  was  known  that  they  had  gone 
fishing,  the  cook    would  understand  that  she 
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would  have  to  put  dinner  back  half  an  hour. 
But  being  hungry,  they  struck  fishing  for 
the  morning  and  pulled  up  to  Streatley  in 
good  style,  and  there  they  went  to  an  excel- 
lent inn,  where  one  can  get  a  famous  beef- 
steak pie  and  capital  brown  ale,  if  nothing- 
else.  After  lunch  they  returned  to  the 
river  and  found  another  familiar  nook,  where 
they  tied  the  boat  up  to  the  willows 
and  lingered  in  delectable  idleness  till  the 
shadows  grew  long.  Then  in  the  evening 
they  parted  at  the  foot  of  the  lawn,  and 
Evelyn,  though  she  could  not  tear  herself 
away  from  the  waters  edge  until  Lesley 
landed  and  waved  his  hand  from  the  other 
side,  was  glad  he  had  declined  to  come  over 
in  the  evening  ;  she  wanted  to  store  this 
day's  happiness  in  her  memory,  to  recall 
in  the  future  without  one  regretful  pang. 
For,  despite  her  tender  joy,  her  cherished 
hope,   a  vague    presentiment  filled  her  mind, 
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which  might  have  been   translated  into  such 
words  as  these: 

4 1  shall  see  Lesley  no  more  as  I  have  seen 
him  to-day.  This  is  the  farewell  to  the  past. 
Never  again  shall  we  idle  away  a  summer's 
day  together.' 


CHAPTER  X. 

4  Oh,  it's  all  right  !'  said  Lesley  to  himself, 
with  cheerful  self-satisfaction,  as  he  carried 
the  rods  up  from  the  boat.  '  I'm  not  such  a 
weak-kneed  ass  that  I  can't  go  over  a  rough 
bit  of  road  without  stumbling.  Evelyn's  the 
wife  for  me — a  dear  chum,  a  loyal,  affectionate, 
honest ' — there  was  a  mental  pause,  the  occa- 
sion calling  for  an  endearing  diminutive,  and 
then  he  added,  as  a  diminutive  seemed  out  of 
place  applied  to  a  girl  of  Evelyn's  proportions 
— '  brick  of  a  girl  ! ' 

Confident  in  his  own  strength,  he  accepted 
without  reluctance  an  invitation  to  dine  with 
the  Caldecotts  the  next  evening. 
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The  wind  had  changed  in  the  night,  and 
in  the  morning  the  rain  came  down  with  a 
steady  persistence  that  allowed  no  hope  of  a 
break  for  the  next  twelve  hours.  About 
mid-day  the  Major  received  a  telegram  from 
Lord  George  Betterton  at  Marlowe,  running 
thus  :  '  A  boating  party  of  ladies  and  gentle- 
men coming  down  from  Oxford,  we  find 
ourselves  weatherbound  in  this  detestable 
hole,  with  no  distraction  but  a  local  paper  of 
the  week  before  last.  We  are  seven.  What 
shall  we  do  ?' 

The  genial  Major's  reply  was  prompt  : 

'  Come  on  here  by  next  train,  and  wait  for 
better  days.' 

At  the  same  time  he  sent  a  telegram 
to  Chappel's  requesting  that  a  quadrille 
quartette  should  be  sent  down  ;  and  then 
despatched  a  dozen  notes  of  invitation  to 
friends  in  the  neighbourhood,  calling  upon 
them    to  assist  at  an  informal  dance   in  the 
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evening.  The  boating  party  arrived  in  the 
afternoon.  All  were  more  or  less  well  known 
by  the  Caldecotts  ;  and  after  an  excellent 
dinner,  at  which  the  jovial  hospitality  of 
the  host  put  everyone  at  ease,  followed  by 
coffee  and  cigarettes  in  the  library,  the  party 
adjourned  to  the  long  drawing-room,  which 
had  been  cleared  for  the  dance,  and  where 
the  quartette  were  already  tuning  their 
instruments. 

'  Which  will  he  dance  with  first  ?'  That 
question  had  been  uppermost  in  Evelyn's 
mind  since  the  question  of  dancing  had  been 
settled  in  the  morning.  It  was  also  present 
in  Olga's  thoughts  as  Lesley  strolled  in  from 
the  library,  and  her  eyes  shone  upon  him 
kindly.  Not  only  did  she  like  him  better  than 
any  Englishman  she  had  ever  met,  but  she 
recognised,  by  his  supple  figure  and  easy 
grace,  that  he  was  the  best  dancer  in  the 
room.     He  was   not  unconscious  of  her  soft 
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glance.  It  made  his  pulses  beat  quicker, 
but  he  was  still  firm  in  his  allegiance  to 
Evelyn — at  least,  in  its  outward  form — and 
after  a  few  words  in  passing,  he  left  Olga 
to  her  little  circle  of  admirers  and  joined 
Evelyn,  at  that  moment  crossing  the  room 
alone. 

'  You  haven't  engaged  yourself  to  anybody 
for  the  first  dance  ?'  he  asked. 

i  Of  course  I  have  not,'  she  answered  with  a 
warm  smile. 

Then  he  gave  her  his  arm,  and  they  walked 
up  and  down  the  room,  chatting  with  an  un- 
wonted restraint,  for  both  were  thinking  about 
Olga  and  trying  to  disguise  their  thoughts. 
It  was  a  relief  when  the  waltz  began  and  they 
could  be  silent. 

Evelyn  danced  well,  and  in  that  dance  heart 
and  feet  were  one  in  a  yearning  endeavour 
to  be  lighter,  lighter,  lighter  !  She  had  never 
danced   so    well   before,   but    Lesley    did    not 
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notice  that.  What  he  remarked  was  the 
wonderful  facility  with  which  Olga  accommo- 
dated herself  to  our  English  step,  the  perfect 
grace  of  her  movements,  and  her  lingering 
smile  as  they  passed. 

He  sought  her  eagerly  when  he  left  Evelyn 
after  that  waltz. 

1 1  fear  there  is  no  chance  of  taking  you  out 
for  the  next  dance,'  he  said,  as  she  turned  from 
Better  ton  to  meet  him. 

4  I  have  accepted  no  partner,'  she  answered. 
'  I  waited ' 

'  For  me  ? 

1  For  the  best  dancer,'  she  replied,  laying 
her  hand  lightly  on  his  offered  arm. 

Her  dancing  was  a  revelation  to  Lesley  of 
a  delight  unknown  till  then.  Her  yielding 
waist  and  clinging  hand,  the  perfume  of  her 
hair,  the  flash  of  her  eyes,  communicated  to 
him  something  of  the  self-abandonment  to 
voluptuous  ecstasy  to  which  she  yielded  under 
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the  sensuous  influence  of  music  and  motion. 
Evelyn  passed  unseen.  He  saw  nothing  but 
the  beautiful  face  against  his  shoulder.  Before 
they  separated  he  had  exacted  a  ready  promise 
for  every  third  dance  of  the  evening. 

When  he  did  not  dance  with  01  ga  he 
chose  for  partners  the  plainest  girls  in  the 
room,  or  Evelyn.  And  Evelyn,  observing 
this,  perceived  the  truth,  and  said  to  herself 
bitterly  :  '  He  dances  with  me,  not  because  it 
gives  him  pleasure,  but  because  he  thinks  it 
pleases  me.' 

Her  step  was  no  longer  light  after  that. 
She  had  no  heart  to  dance,  and  when  he 
came  again  and  asked  for  her  hand,  she 
pleaded  fatigue,  and  declined. 

Then  she  escaped  from  the  room,  knowing 
by  the  quick  glance  he  shot  across  at  a  group 
close  by  that  he  would  take  advantage  of  his 
release  to  get  another  dance  with  Olga,  She 
did  not  wish  to   see  them   dance    again.     It 
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made  her  feel  wicked  :  not  with  hatred  of  her 
rival — she  was  too  generous  for  that — but 
with  jealous  envy  and  self- disgust. 

The  library  windows  were  open  to  admit 
the  air ;  the  clouds  had  broken  up.  Now  and 
then  the  moon  passed  the  silver  edging  of  the 
great  cumuli  and  traversed  a  space  of  deepest 
blue.  It  was  soft  and  still  on  the  terrace. 
She  strolled  along  till  she  came  to  a  column 
supporting  the  portico,  and  then,  leaning  upon 
the  rail,  secure  from  observation,  she  pressed 
her  burning  cheek  against  the  cold  stone,  and 
looked  up  at  the  tranquil  moon  with  agony  in 
her  heart. 

'  What  a  glorious  night !'  exclaimed  Lesley 
in  a  low  tone  of  delight,  as  he  led  his  partner, 
after  the  dance,  to  the  conservatory  at  the  end 
of  the  room.  '  Look  at  the  moon  !  I  should 
think  the  nightingales  are  serenading  her.' 

1  The  nightingales  !  What  is  that  ?'  asked 
Olga. 
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c  I  don't  know  the  Russian  for  it,  but  it's  a 
lovely  little  songster,  at  his  best  on  such  a 
night  as  this.     Shall  we  go  out  ?' 

She  held  up  her  mantilla,  and  he  arranged 
it  about  her  shoulders  tenderly.  Then  they 
went  out  through  the  conservatory  on  to  the 
gravel  path  just  below  the  terrace.  They 
waited  some  minutes  in  silence,  his  arm  trem- 
bling a  little  under  the  light  hand  that  rested 
upon  it ;  and  then  of  a  sudden  the  nightin- 
gale began,  'Yug,  yug,  yug.'  They  turned 
a  little  towards  the  lilac  from  which  the  sons: 
came,  so  that  the  light  of  the  moon  fell  full 
upon  them.  He  raised  his  finger,  and  then 
his  hand,  as  if  drawn  by  some  subtle  influ- 
ence, fell  softly  upon  hers,  and  closed  upon 
it  as  he  looked  into  her  eyes. 

There  was  no  cry  of  despair  from  a  breaking 
heart  to  strike  his  conscience  with  a  sense  of 
guilt ;  not  a  movement  broke  the  silence  but 
the    long-drawn-out  '  pur — pur — pur '   of  the 
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nightingale,  followed  by  his  joyous,  rollicking 
1  rill,  rill,  rill,  rill,  rill.'  Yet  the  passionate 
impulse  that  led  him  to  take  Olga's  hand  in 
his,  the  delicious  joy  of  possession  that  trans- 
ported him  as  Olga,  yielding  her  hand  without 
resistance,  turned  her  eyes,  glistening  in  the 
moonlight,  slowly  to  his,  was  swiftly  followed 
by  a  pang  of  remorse  as  she  drooped  her  head 
and  waited,  with  a  smile  on  her  lips,  for  the 
declaration  of  love  and  the  offer  of  marriage 
which  ought  to  follow.  He  unclasped  her 
hand,  conscience-smitten,  as  a  vision  of  Evelyn 
flashed  upon  his  imagination.  He  saw,  as 
distinctly  as  if  he  had  turned  and  looked  up 
at  the  terrace,  those  mirthful,  loving  eyes  of 
hers  tilled  with  sad  reproach. 

'  What  have  I  done  ?'  he  asked  himself  in 
that  instant,  with  contrition  in  his  heart.  He 
felt  not  only  treacherous  to  her,  but  faithless 
to  himself,  the  destroyer  of  her  happiness  and 
of  his  own  self-respect. 
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There  was  no  formal  engagement  between 

them,  and  for  that  reason  he  felt  the  tie  more 

binding — so  much   being  left  to  his  honour. 

On  the   other  hand,   he  had  as  yet  made  no 

offer  to  Olga.     He  might  have  left  unsaid  the 

thing  she  expected  him  to  say,  but  he  recoiled 

from  shirking  the  consequences  of  his  act.     It 

seemed  to  him  that  it  would  disgrace  his  char- 
es 

acter  as  an  English  gentleman  to  leave  matters 
as  they  stood,  to  shuffle  out  of  the  position  he 
had  placed  himself  in.  What  could  she  think 
of  him  or  any  man  who  took  advantage  of 
her  confidence — seized  this  opportunity  for  an 
advance  which  he  would  not  dare  to  make  if 
they  were  not  alone  ?  To  be  silent  when  he 
had  led  her  on  to  believe  that  he  should  offer 
marriage  was  an  insult  scarcely  to  be  tolerated 
by  a  common  tavern  wench.  These  reflections 
occurred  to  him  in  the  moment  that  his  hand 
took  to  fall  like  lead  by  his  side,  and  were 
followed    by  the    question,    '  What    am    I    to 


ISO  THE  SIN  OF 

do  ?' — a  question  involving  the  choice  be- 
tween two  courses,  which  must  as  briefly  be 
decided. 

Happily,  from  this  dilemma  he  was  for  the 
time  relieved  by  the  voice  of  Major  Caldecott 
exclaiming,  in  the  conservatory  : 

'  By  George  !  what  a  night  for  romance  !' 

'  Hark,  the  nightingale !'  said  Olga,  turning 
towards  him  with  ready  self-possession. 

'  Yug,  yug,  yog,  yug,'  called  the  nightingale, 
and  Evelyn,  falling  back  into  the  shadow, 
buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  trying  to  shut 
out  all  sight  and  sound  of  joy. 

4  I  must  settle  this  question  to-night,'  Lesley 
said  as  he  went  home.  '  It's  useless  to  stand 
shilly-shallying  like  an  ass  between  two  fields 
of  clover.' 

So  with  this  determination  he  changed  his 
shoes,  lit  a  big  pipe,  and  started  off  for  a 
meditative  walk.     To  be  false  to  Evelyn  or 
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false  to  Olga  :  which  of  the  two  evils  was  the 
lesser  ?  Inclination  must  be  set  aside,  and  he 
honestly  tried  to  settle  the  question  in  the 
abstract,  and  put  Olga's  charms  out  of  his 
mind. 

By  the  time  he  reached  Streatley  it  had 
resolved  itself  into  this :  he  must  render  him- 
self a  mean  cad  in  the  eyes  of  Olga,  or  he 
must  break  Evelyn's  heart.  Well,  when  it 
came  to  that,  there  seemed  no  choice  left  to 
him  :  he  must  give  up  Olga.  Independent 
of  the  self- degradation  that  course  involved, 
it  needed  a  cruel  wrench  to  get  her  out  of  his 
heart.  But  just  then,  coming  in  sight  of  the 
little  inn  where  he  had  lunched  with  Evelyn, 
his  affection  for  her  obtained  the  ascen- 
dancy. 

1  Oh,  dear  old  Evelyn  is  the  wife  for  me !'  he 
said  to  himself  again.  '  She's  only  too  good 
for  such  a  fellow  as  I  am.' 

Then  the  practical  difficulties  of  the  situa- 
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tion  had  to  be  met.  It  wouldn't  do  to  hang 
about  01o\a  now.  If  she  forgave  him  he  would 
probably  commit  himself  again;  and  besides 
that,  Evelyn  might  discover  the  real  state  of 
his  feelings.  It  was  a  wonder  to  him,  after 
past  experiences  of  a  somewhat  similar  kind, 
that  she  had  not  already  suspected  the  truth. 
No,  it  would  not  do  to  stay  in  Pangbourne. 
He  must  go  away.  But  what  excuse  could 
he  make  ?  He  had  not  settled  that  point 
when  he  fell  asleep  in  his  armchair  hours 
after. 

But  help  came  in  the  morning.  On  the 
breakfast-table  lay  a  letter  in  his  father's 
characteristically  careful  handwriting.  There 
was  very  little  correspondence  between  the 
Right  Honourable  and  his  son — not  a  great 
deal  of  sympathy,  maybe  —  one  being  so 
diplomatic,  the  other  so  impulsive.  So  Lesley 
broke  the  envelope  with  some  curiosity  to 
know  what  was  inside. 
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'  Dear  Lesley  '  (the  letter  began), 

'  In  pursuance  of  the  subject  under 
discussion  on  Sunday  night,  I  beg  you,  as  a 
favour,  to  quit  Pangbourne  for  a  time.  I 
have  received  certain  additional  information — 
not  reliable,  but  disquieting — with  respect  to 
our  new  acquaintance  there,  which  makes  this 
course  urgently  desirable.  I  am  aware  that 
flight  will  be  objectionable  to  you.  You  will 
consider  it  pusillanimous  in  view  of  your  own 
self-respect.  Most  young  men  believe  them- 
selves especially  strong  where  they  happen  to 
be  weak.  But  the  general  ceases  to  be  a  good 
soldier  when  bravery  leads  him  to  jeopardize 
his  position.  You  have  your  Balaclava  to 
avoid.  Do  as  I  desire,  and  believe  me,  your 
affectionate"  father, 

'  Charles  Dexter  Dunbar. 

i  P.S. — There  is  an  affair  at  Berlin,  which  I 
wish  you  personally  to  conclude  within  forty- 
eight  hours  if  possible.' 
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Lesley  pulled  over  to  the  Caldecotts  as  soon 
as  he  had  finished  breakfast. 

Evelyn's  maid  was  crossing  the  lawn. 
'  Is  breakfast  finished  ?'  he  asked. 

I  No,  sir.  Some  of  the  ladies  are  not  down 
yet.     The  Princess  is.' 

'  Miss  Caldecott  ?' 

'  I  think  she's  still  in  her  room.' 

Lesley  wrote  a  few  words  on  the  back  of  a 
card,  and  sent  it  up.  Then  he  seated  himself 
under  the  cedar.  In  a  few  minutes  he  heard 
the  rustle  of  a  skirt  on  the  terrace,  and  rising, 
met  Evelyn  on  the  steps.  It  struck  him  that 
she  looked  pale. 

I I  want  to  tell  you  something,  Evelyn,'  he 
said,  taking  her  hand.  l  Shall  we  walk  up  and 
down  here  ?' 

'  Not — not  here,'  she  said.  fc  The  terrace  is 
so  cold.     Let  us  go  in  the  sun.' 

•  I  am  going  away  for  awhile,'  he  said, 
breaking  the  silence,  as  they  walked  over  the 
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lawn  beyond  the  cedar.  She  looked  up  at  him 
with  a  strange  expression  on  her  face,  but  it 
was  not  surprise.  l  And  I  thought  I  should 
like  to  tell  you  first,'  he  continued,  'because — 
because  there's  no  one  else  cares  for  me  so 
much  as  you  do.' 

'  Why  are  you  going  away  ?'  she  asked  quite 
coldly. 

'  Well,  you  know,  there's  an  affair  at  Berlin 
the  Right  Honourable  wishes  me  to  settle.' 

'  Is  that  the  only  reason,  Lesley  ?' 

'  Well '  he  hesitated. 

'  Have  you  seen  Miss  Zassoulich  this  morn- 
ing ?'  she  asked,  not  waiting  for  the  evasion. 

'No,'  he  answered,  as  he  looked  at  her 
unusually  anxious  face  in  perplexity. 

'  Do  you  wish  to  see  her  before  you  go  ?' 
again  speaking  hurriedly,  as  if  to  convince 
herself  upon  some  point  of  doubt. 

'  To  tell  the  truth,  I  would  like  to  get  out 
of  that,  if  possible.     If  I  could  catch  the  next 
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train  I  would  ;  I  ought  to  be  in  Berlin  within 
forty-eight  hours.' 

'  Oh,  Lesley  V  she  exclaimed,  showing  emo- 
tion for  the  first  time,  '  I  know  all.  It  isn't 
for  your  father  you  are  going  to  Berlin ;  it's 
for  my  sake.  For  my  sake  you  wasted  a  day 
upon  the  river  ;  for  my  sake  you  gave  me  the 
first  dance.' 

1  For  whose  sake  should  I  give  it,  if  not  for 
yours  ?' 

'  For  your  own,  if  you  loved  me.  But  you 
don't  love  me,  Lesley ' — her  voice  quivered, 
and  she  stifled  the  rising  sob — '  I  know  that 
now.  It  is  affection  you  feel  for  me — not  love. 
I  thought  they  were  both  one,  but  they  are  not. 
I  can  never  be  anything  more  to  you  than  a 
friend^always  a  dear  friend.' 

4  What  more  can  I  ask  for  ?  A  man's  wife 
should  be  his  dearest  friend.' 

i  Oh,  it  would  be  misery  to  think  I  was  no 
more  than  that — to  feel  there  was  no  response 
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in  my  husband's  heart  to  this  something  in 
mine  which  is  more  than  affection.'  The  sob 
broke  now  through  her  faltering  voice,  and 
she  turned  away  for  a  minute  to  chase  the 
tears  from  her  eyes  and  brace  up  her  courage. 
Then,  recovering  herself  by  an  effort,  she 
said  passionately  :  c  Lesley,  Lesley,  my  dear 
friend,  my  comrade  of  old  times,  my  boy 
sweetheart,  my  hero,  be  true  to  yourself ! 
You  must  not  go  away  until  you  have  seen 
Olga.  You  must  go  on  and  finish  what  is 
begun.  It  is  as  ill  to  give  your  heart  without 
your  hand,  as  your  hand  without  jouy  heart ; 
and  oh,  Lesley,  I  love  myself  too  well  to  be 
your  wife,  and  I  love  you  too  well  to  let  you 
stoop  to  dishonour.  I  give  uj:>  my  lover,  but 
I  cling  to  my  friend  ;  and  I  do  not  think  I 
could  still  believe  you  my  friend  if  you  went 
away  and  left  the  reputation  of  a  coward 
behind  you.' 


CHAPTER  XL 

'  I  can't  defend  myself  ;  I  can  only  pray  you 
to  be  merciful,'  said  Lesley,  deeply  moved,  not 
less  by  Evelyns  emotion  than  by  admiration 
of  her  spirit  and  tenderness. 

'  Oh,  if  there  is  anything  to  forgive  !'  she 
exclaimed,  holding  out  both  hands  with  im- 
pulsive generosity.  '  We  can't  command  our 
hearts,  Lesley  ;  I  know  that.' 

'  That's  true  enough,  I  dare  say,'  he  an- 
swered ;  '  but  there's  a  lot  to  forgive,  all  the 
same.  A  fellow  who  finds  temptation  in  his 
way  ought  to  get  out  of  it  sharp  if  he  hasn't 
the  strength  to  overcome  it.  That's  what  I 
didn't  do,  and  what  I  deserve  to  be  punished 
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for  not  doing.  I  want  you  to  do  something 
more  than  forgive  me  :  I  want  you  to  retract 
the  sentence  you  have  passed  upon  me.  Give 
me  another  chance — a  respite,  at  least.  You 
must.  The  folly  of  a  moment  is  not  to  be 
punished  by  a  life-long  loss  like  that.  Think 
how  we  know  each  other,  and  how  really 
deep  the  affection  must  be  that  has  been 
rooting  itself  in  our  hearts  so  many  years. 
Think  what  we  must  lose  if  your  decision 
were  final,  for,  if  we  are  to  abandon  the 
thought  of  marriage,  we  can't  even  be 
friends.' 

'  Oh,  Lesley  !' 

1  We  cannot.  It  wouldn't  work.  It  never 
did,  and  never  will.  We  should  avoid  meet- 
ing each  other — get  out  of  each  other's  way 
to  escape  unpleasant  memories,  instead  of 
seeking  each  other  to  renew  happy  ones.  If 
our  engagement  is  to  be  broken,  we  must 
never  hope   to   meet   again.      I  can't  bear    to 
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think  of  that,  and  I  won't  try.  Listen  to 
rue,  Evelyn.' 

He  held  her  hands  firmly,  and  looked 
straight  in  her  face  with  that  earnest  strength 
in  his  countenance  which  had  always  com- 
manded her  admiration.  She  loved  him  in 
this  mood,  and  delighted  in  submitting  to 
his  guidance,  as  all  women  do  when  the  men 
they  love  command.  It  gave  her  confidence 
in  him,  and,  shaking  her  faith  in  the  justice 
of  her  own  conclusions,  brightened  her  heart 
with  a  gleam  of  hope. 

'  Listen  to  me,'  he  repeated.  '  All  is  not 
over  between  us — no,  nor  anything  like  it. 
I  shall  go  away  for  three  weeks — I  must  be 
back  for  your  father's  silver  wedding — and 
in  that  time,  if  I  do  not  shake  off  my 
late  infatuation,  if  I  do  not  return  better 
worthy  of  your  trust,  you  may  cast  me  off, 
and  I  will  make  no  appeal  against  your 
decision.' 
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A  faint  smile  fluttered  over  Evelyn's  lace 
as  she  brushed  away  a  tear.  Then,  with  a 
sudden  recollection  of  the  other  difficulty,  she 
said,  in  a  tone  of  deep  anxiety  : 

<  But  Olga  ?' 

'  Oh,  I'll  go  up  and  see  her  at  once  !  If 
needs  be  I'll  tell  her  all ;  there's  less  shame 
in  owning  up  to  one's  folly  than  in  perse- 
vering in  it,  right  or  wrong.  But  I  don't 
think  there  will  be  any  necessity,  and  in  that 
case  the  matter  may  well  stand  over  till  I 
come  back.  Hang  it  all,  Evelyn,  she's  not  a 
child  ;  and  at  a  dance  girls  must  expect  to 
go  through  little  experiences  of  that  kind. 
You  know  that.  I  don't  say  a  fellow's  conduct 
in  such  cases  is  defensible,  but  it's  a  sort  of 
thing  he  can't  always  help.  No  matter  how 
my  relations  with  you  might  be  affected,  my 
intentions  with  regard  to  her  would  remain 
unshaken.  You  may  refuse  to  be  my  wife, 
but  you  can't  compel  me  to  marry  her,  and, 

vol.  i.  11 
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by  George,  I  won't  !     And  I'll  tell  her  so  if 
— if  it's  necessary.' 

But  it  was  not  necessary.  Olga  met  him 
with  her  usual  complacency,  and  when  he 
looked  at  his  watch  she  was  the  first  to  rise 
and  offer  her  hand  in  saying  'good-bye.' 
She  was  never  ungracious.  Only  an  acute 
observer  would  have  detected  the  faint  indi- 
cation of  sarcasm  in  the  long  smiling  regard 
which  accompanied  her  protracted  bow  of 
farewell.  She  understood  quite  well  why 
he  had  gone  away,  and  was  not  in  the  least 
distressed.  Lesley  was  very  nice  in  his  way, 
she  said  to  herself,  but  too  young  for  her. 
She  also  admired  strength,  and  as  yet  she  had 
seen  no  sign  of  it  in  his  character.  Possibly, 
had  Lesley  made  her  an  offer  of  marriage 
then  she  would  have  refused  him,  for  she  had 
caught  but  a  glimpse  of  Evelyn's  face  as  she 
and  Lesley  came  up  the  lawn  side  by  side  ; 
that    glimpse,    in     conjunction    with    certain 
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quiet  observations  made  the  night  before,  had 
revealed  the   truth,    and    she  had   discovered 
that   Evelyn's  attachment   was  stronger  than 
she  bad  admitted.     Olga  was  not  a  heartless 
and    designing    adventuress  ;    her   disposition 
was  considerate  and  generous.     Her  worldli- 
ness    was    not    aggressive.       She    wished    to 
escape   the    horrors    of  destitution,    but   that 
wish,  urgent  and    unabated  as  it   was,  would 
not   have  led  her  to  secure  her  own   welfare 
by    inflicting    misery    upon    her   friend.       In 
bidding  farewell  to  Lesley  that  morning  she 
resolutely    dismissed    from   her    consideration 
all    thought    of  becoming    his   wife.     Indeed, 
she  began  to  look   upon  marriage  as  a  very 
doubtful    means   of  extricating    herself   from 
the  present  precarious  position,  and  a  means, 
moreover,   which  she  regarded  with  growing 
repugnance  as  the  immediate  pressure  of  cir- 
cumstances diminished.    Among  the  marriage  - 
able    men    visiting   the    Caldecotts    who  paid 

11—2 
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her  most  attention,  there  was  none  whom 
she  preferred  to  Lesley,  none  whom  she  liked 
so  well,  despite  his  weakness  ;  and  this  was  a 
reason,  stronger  perhaps  than  any  feeling  of 
principle,  for  recoiling  from  a  matrimonial 
speculation. 

But  that  expedient  could  not  be  wholly 
abandoned  before  another  was  found  to  take 
its  place.  For  though  the  Parkers  showed  no 
symptoms  of  discontent,  or  even  impatience, 
it  was  obvious  to  her  that  they  would  cease 
to  support  her  grandfather  and  her  in  their 
present  condition  when  they  realized  that 
nothing  was  to  be  got  by  it.  She  had  to 
make  many  allowances  for  the  eccentric  and 
tenacious  character  of  the  English  to  explain 
their  present  attitude,  but  it  was  pre- 
posterous to  suppose  that  they  should  main- 
tain their  present  attitude  long  without  some 
definite  prospect  of  realizing  the  expectations 
on  which  their    speculation  was  based.     The 
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terrible  possibility  was  ever  present  in  her 
mind  that  Parker  at  any  favourable  moment 
would  say  : 

'  We  have  made  a  miscalculation  ;  things 
have  not  turned  out  as  we  anticipated.  We 
certainly  expected,  from  your  grandfather's 
brilliant  opening  at  Onslow  Square,  that  he 
would  marry  the  wealthy  Miss  Baggs,  of 
Chicago.  But  he  hasn't  even  taken  the 
trouble  to  keep  up  an  enthusiastic  corre- 
spondence with  her  since  he  has  been  here. 
Nor  does  he  seem  disposed  to  make  any 
conquest  in  the  place  of  the  other.  He  does 
not  take  such  pains  to  please  as  he  did.  His 
gush  is  not  as  it  used  to  be.  When  he  is  not 
discussing  philosophy  and  politics  and  smoking 
the  Major's  cigars,  he  sits  absorbed  apparently 
in  profound  thought.  He  looks  very  beauti- 
ful with  that  look  of  abstraction  on  his  noble 
face,  but  it  isn't  business.  It  may  suit  him 
admirably,  but  it  doesn't  suit  us — not  at  all. 
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We  are  not  less  disappointed  in  you.  Certainly 
you  have  not  so  many  chances  of  captivating 
a  wealthy  parti  here  as  in  London,  but  you 
don't  make  the  most  of  the  chances  you  have. 
You  seem  to  forget  this  is  an  affair  of  busi- 
ness, and  occupy  yourself  in  passing  the  time 
as  agreeably  as  possible  to  yourself.  We 
are  practical  and,  as  you  must  admit,  not 
unreasonable.  You  will,  therefore,  see  the 
necessity  of  concluding  this  arrangement  at 
once  and  returning  to  Houndsditch,  say,  to- 
morrow morning.' 

Such  a  crisis  was  made  more  imminently 
probable  by  the  departure  of  Lesley,  and 
that  day  Olga,  in  the  spirit  of  forlorn  hope, 
began  the  history  of  her  escape  from  Siberia, 
and  as  the  Major  had,  as  yet,  got  no  further 
than  the  word  'Preface'  on  page  1,  she 
wrote  in  her  own  room,  and  said  not  a  word 
about  it,  for  fear  of  wounding  his  suscepti- 
bilities. 
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Ivan  Zassoulich  was  not  troubled  by  any 
apprehensions  of  an  abrupt  termination  of  the 
arrangement  with  the  Parkers.  He  had  taken 
an  early  occasion  of  coming  to  a  complete 
understanding  with  his  man. 

His  blindness  furnished  him  with  a  delicate 
excuse  for  not  eating  at  the  same  table  with 
his  host.  In  his  own  room  he  was  waited 
upon  by  Parker.  Dining  in  this  way  alone, 
the  meal  was  quickly  finished,  and  there  was 
usually  a  good  half-hour  for  strolling  in  the 
garden  with  a  cigarette  before  the  company 
in  the  dining-room  rose  from  the  table.  This 
was  the  time  he  chose  for  opening  his  mind  to 
Parker. 

'  In  what  part  of  the  garden  are  we, 
Parker  ?'  he  asked. 

'  On  the  lawn,  Prince/ 

4  At  some  distance  from  the  house  ?' 

4  A  hundred  yards,  Prince.' 

k  I  thought  so  by  the  sounds  that  reach  my 
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ears  occasionally.  Do  you  speak  Russian, 
Parker  ?' 

'No,  Prince.' 

'  And  you  are  not  a  Jew  ?' 

'  No,  Prince.' 

'  I  thought  you  might  be,  as  you  are  con- 
nected with  Mr.  David  McAllister.' 

'  The  Prince  will  pardon  me.  I  am  not 
acquainted  with  Mr.  David  McAllister.' 

'  Well,  with  his  man,  Phillips,'  Zassoulich 
said,  with  a  wave  of  his  cigarette  ;  '  it's  all 
the  same.  I  repeat,  you  do  not  understand 
Russian  or  Hebrew  ?' 

'  We  are  quite  alone,  Prince,'  Parker  said 
significantly. 

1  You  are  sure  ?' 

'  Quite,  Prince.' 

'  I  understand  :  you  address  me  in  that  way 
to  avoid  falling  into  error  at  inconvenient 
seasons.' 

'  The  Prince  is  quite  right.' 
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!  I  shall  keep  my  ears  open.  You  shall 
use  your  eyes.  If  you  see  anyone,  pinch  my 
arm.' 

'  I  will,  Prince.' 

After  a  few  moments  of  silence,  Zassoulich 
spoke  : 

'  Parker,  have  you  reflected  what  an  awk- 
ward position  it  would  place  us  in — my  grand  - 
daughter  and  me — if  you  got  hold  of  the 
Major's  diamonds  and  bolted  suddenly  ?' 

'  I  have  not  given  that  point  a  great  deal  of 
attention,  Prince.' 

k  I  have.  It  would  leave  us  in  a  very 
awkward  position  indeed.  Not  only  should 
we  have  no  servants  to  attend  us,  but  no 
means  of  maintaining  our  position  here. 
That  would  possibly  lead  to  a  suspicion  that 
our  connection  with  you  was,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  compromising.  Do  you  follow, 
Parker  ?' 

'  Perfectly,  Prince.' 
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'  You  have  no  provision  to  offer  against 
such  a  contingency,  I  suppose  V 

1  No,  Prince.' 

'  Has  it  struck  you,  Parker,'  the  old  man 
asked,  after  a  few  silent  whiffs,  '  that,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  would  be  very  awkward  for 
you  if  it  served  my  purpose  to  tell  the  whole 
truth  to  Major  Caldecott  and  have  you 
arrested  by  the  police  ?' 

'  It  did  occur  to  Mrs.  Parker  that  such  a 
thing  might  happen.' 

'  And  what  did  you  reply  ?' 

'  I  pointed  out  that  the  Prince's  own  in- 
terests would  prevent  his  doing  that,  since  it 
would  ruin  any  chance  of  the  Princess  making 
an  advantageous  match.' 

'  The  interests  of  the  Princess  and  mine 
are  not  in  the  least  connected.  If  it  suited 
me  to  leave  her  entirely  to  her  own  resources, 
I  should  do  so.  I  have  no  illusions.  My 
grand-daughter  has  nothing  in  common  with 
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me.  I  would  not  trust  her  in  any  thing- 
connected  with  our  business  arrangements. 
Understand  that.' 

'  I  do,  Prince.  But  I  also  pointed  out  to 
Mrs.  Parker  that  the  Prince  would  ruin  his 
own  chance  of  marrying  Miss  Baggs.' 

'  Hum  !  It  may  take  me  some  months  to 
make  sure  of  that  advantage.  I  should  think 
it  will  be  but  a  few  weeks  before  you  get  the 
diamonds.  So  you  see,  Parker,  that  is  no 
security  at  all  for  you.' 

'  Has  the  Prince  any  better  to  offer  ?' 

'  Yes.  Make  me  a  partner  in  the  busi- 
ness with  a  share  of  the  profits,'  Zassou- 
lich  answered,  dropping  his  voice  to  a 
murmur. 

'  I  shall  have  to  consult  with  Mrs.  Parker 
and  the  parties  who  are  backing  us  up  before 
I  can  give  the  Prince  any  definite  answer  to 
that/ 

'  That's  reasonable.     You  will  talk  it  over 
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with  your  wife  to-night.  I'll  find  a  commis- 
sion for  you  to  execute  in  London  to-morrow 
evening  which  will  enable  you  to  see  the  other 
parties.' 

'  There's  no  harm  in  that,  Prince.  Of 
course  it's  only  fair,  that  if  we  do  pull  it 
off ' 

'We  will  "pull  it  off"!'  said  Zassoulich 
with  eager  enthusiasm,  his  face  flushing  like 
a  gamester's  under  the  passion  of  play. 

Parker  looked  sidelong  at  him  in  admira- 
tion. 

'  And  certainly  the  Prince  could  do  a  lot  to 
help.' 

Zassoulich  nodded  eagerly. 

'  There's  a  heap  to  find  out  before  anything 
can  be  done.' 

Again  Zassoulich  nodded. 

1  To  begin  with,  the  Prince  might  find  out 
what  there  is  to  share.' 

'  I'll  find  that  out  to-morrow.      You   shall 
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know  as  soon  as  you  can  give  me  a  satisfac- 
tory answer  to  my  proposal.' 

'  I  don't  think  we  shall  fall  out  with  the 
Prince  about  that.  Fair's  fair.  If  I'm  not 
mistaken,  it's  not  the  first  time  the  Prince  has 
been  in  a  job  of  this  kind.' 

1  Ah  !  if  you  knew,  if  you  knew !'  murmured 
the  old  man,  with  a  play  of  his  long,  slight 
fingers,  as  if  he  were  passing  strings  of 
diamonds  through  them. 

'  One  thing's  pretty  certain  :  the  Prince  has 
got  his  heart  in  the  business.' 

1  Where  else  should  my  heart  be  ?  You're 
young  ;  wait  till  you're  as  old  as  I  am. 
Why,  there's  not  a  business  in  the  world 
yields  such  delight.  The  passion  of  the 
statesman — the  passion  of  the  gambler — the 
passion  of  the  miser  :  all  are  combined  in 
this  trade  of  ours.  We  combine,  we  calcu- 
late, we  lay  our  plans,  we  build  up  our  hopes 
slowly,  we  wait,  we  watch,  and  then  at  last 
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we    stake   our    very    lives    upon    the    cast, 

and ' 

'  Hold  on,   Prince  ;  the  Princess  is  on  the 
terrace.' 


CHAPTER  XII. 

The  next  afternoon  Zassoulich  found  a 
plausible  pretext  for  sending  Parker  up  to 
town  for  the  purpose  of  laying  his  proposal, 
which  amounted  almost  to  an  ultimatum, 
before  the  mysterious  parties  in  league  with 
Parker  to  steal  Major  Caldecott's  diamonds, 
and  after  dinner,  being  alone  with  the  Major 
in  the  smoking-room,  he  carefully  led  up  the 
conversation  to  the  subject  of  diamonds. 

The  simple  Major  desired  nothing  more 
than  to  talk  about  his  hobby,  and  being  set 
going,  he  ran  on  with  indefatigable  volubility. 
It  was  a  subject  on  which  he  never  tired — 
himself.     It  was.  perhaps,   the  first  time  he 
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had  ever  got  the  chance  to  tell  all  he  knew 
about  his  black  diamonds — how  he  had  come 
by  them,  and  the  exhaustive  history  of  each 
particular  gem  in  the  collection.  Up  to  now 
the  story  had  been  broken  off,  no  one  having 
the  patience  to  stand  much  more  of  it  than  an 
hour  at  a  stretch.  But  in  Ivan  Zassoulich 
he  had  a  rare  listener,  who  showed  no  fidgety 
sign  of  impatience,  and  never  attempted  to 
turn  the  subject,  but  rather  kept  it  alive 
by  pertinent  comments  and  leading  ques- 
tions. 

Mrs.  Caldecott  and  Evelyn  and  Olga  came 
in  during  the  course  of  the  evening,  sat  down 
for  a  time,  and  then  withdrew  ;  but  old 
Zassoulich  sat  patiently  on,  though  in  the 
end  the  sum  of  information  acquired  amounted 
to  no  more  than  this — there  were  twenty-one 
lesser  crystals  of  various  sizes,  worth,  roughly, 
ten  thousand  pounds,  and  one  large  one,  worth 
twenty  thousand. 
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At  length  the  Major  sank  back  in  his  chair 
exhausted,  saying,  with  a  sigh : 

'  Ah  !  I  only  wish  you  could  see 
them.' 

'  Yes,  I  should  like  to  see  them  also,'  Zas- 
soulich  replied  in  his  calm,  philosophic  tones. 
'  That  great  diamond  has  an  interest  for  me, 
such  as  I  feel  when  men  talk  of  Niagara  or 
any  other  marvel  of  nature ;  but  with  this 
difference,  that,  while  I  could  handle  the 
diamond,  weigh  it  in  my  palms,  measure  its 
proportions,  and  realize  its  form,  the  mighty 
fall  is  beyond  the  grasp  of  my  imagination 
even/ 

1  Why,  to  be  sure  ;  I  never  thought  of  that  ! 
The  sense  of  touch  may  be  even  more  to  you 
than  sight  to  me.  Would  you  like  to  examine 
them  ?' 

'  It  is  a  pleasure  I  should  have  begged  if 
you  had  not  offered  it — one  day.' 

'  I'll  fetch   them   clown  at  once,'  the  Major 

vol.  1.  12 
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said  with  new  delight ;  '  or  wrill  you  come 
upstairs  ?' 

1  They  are  too  precious  to  be  carried  about 
on  trifling  occasions.     1  will  come  up.' 

He  rose  and  took  the  Major's  arm,  but  his 
disengaged  hand  was  extended  from  his  side, 
lightly  examining  everything  with  which  he 
came  in  contact.  At  the  door  he  began  to 
take  mental  notes  : 

From  the  smoking-room,  turn  to  the  right, 
six  moderate  paces,  an  umbrella-stand.  Nine 
paces  obliquely  to  the  right,  fourteen  stairs,  a 
carved  head  on  the  balustrade.  Two  paces 
sharp  to  the  left,  another  carved  head.  Sharp 
again  to  the  left,  six  stairs,  a  third  carved 
head.  Again  sharp  to  the  left,  ten  paces — 
stop. 

'  Ah,  the  key's  inside,'  said  the  Major,  try- 
ing the  door  before  them.  '  We  must  go 
through  my  bedroom.' 

Zassoulich  renewed  his  notes  : 


OLGA  ZASSOULICH  179 

Wall  on  the  left  panelled.  Eight  paces,  a 
door.  From  the  door  obliquely  to  the  right, 
six  moderate  paces,  another  door.  Two  paces 
straight,  stop,  stuffed  chair. 

'  Sit  down  here/  said  the  Major.  *  I  must 
light  the  gas.' 

Zassoulich  sat  down  and  recapitulated  his 
notes.  From  the  smoking-room  door  turn  to 
the  right,  six  moderate  paces,  an  umbrella- 
stand.  Mne  more  paces  obliquely  to  the 
right,  fourteen  stairs,  a  carved  head  on  the 
balustrade.  Two  paces  sharp  to  the  left,  a 
second  carved  head.  Sharp  again  to  the  left, 
six  stairs,  a  third  carved  head.  Again  sharp 
to  the  left,  ten  paces,  stop.  First  door.  Wall 
on  the  left  panelled.  Eight  paces  and  then 
second  door  —  the  door.  Entering  by  the 
door,  six  paces  to  the  right  obliquely,  another 
door.  Two  paces,  a  chair.  Something  at  my 
feet  ! 

'  Is  this  a  dog  ?'  he  asked. 

12—2 
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4  Oh  yes.  Sit  down,  Jack.  He  won't  hurt 
anyone  with  me.  I  wouldn't  answer  for  him, 
though,  if  anyone  came  in  here  without 
me.' 

Zassoulich  made  a  note  of  that. 

The  Major  lit  the  gas  and  then  unlocked  a 
door. 

*  Is  that  cupboard  strong  ?'  asked  Zassou- 
lich, after  noticing  that  the  sound  of  the  bolt 
came  from  an  uncertain  distance  directly 
before  him. 

'  It's  an  iron  safe,'  replied  the  Major,  with  a 
laugh.  '  Not  a  big  one,  but  too  large  to  carry 
off,  and  the  best  I  could  get.  Oh,  I'm  not  so 
careless  as  some  people  think.' 

'  You  have  never  mislaid  the  key  by  acci- 
dent?' 

1  Impossible.  It's  ringed  on  to  my  watch- 
guard,  and  goes  with  my  watch  under  the 
pillow  every  night.  There,'  putting  a  diamond 
in   the    old  man's  hand   from    the  open  box 
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brought  from  the  safe,  '  that's  the  big  crystal 
— the  beauty  that  I  can  find  no  name  for.' 

Zassoulich  took  it  betwen  his  palms  and 
passed  his  nervous  fingers  lovingly  over  its 
surface,  while  the  Major,  seating  himself, 
looked  on,  smiling  like  a  mother  when  her 
child  is  under  admiration.  For  half  an  hour 
the  old  man  sat  gloating  over  the  treasures, 
and  nodding  gently  to  the  Major's  comments, 
but  thinking  of  nothing  save  the  joy  of  posses- 
sion. 

'  You  ought  to  guard  them  carefully/  he 
said,  when  at  last  they  were  restored  to  the 
box. 

k  Indeed  I  ought.  Not  for  my  own  sake 
alone ;  all  my  fortune  is  in  them,  save  a  life 
annuity,  bought  with  the  rest  of  my  capital. 
If  these  were  lost  I  should  leave  my  wife  and 
Evelyn  unprovided  for.  That's  a  reflection  to 
make  a  man  careful,  isn't  it  ? 

4  You  can't  be  too  careful.' 
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'  Oh,  I  don't  believe  in  overdoing  it — 
making  a  care  of  my  pleasure.  Why  should 
I  ?  Really,  you  know,  there's  nothing  to  fear. 
Birds  of  a  feather  flock  together,  and  I  main- 
tain that  an  honest  man  with  an  honest  family 
gets  honest  people  about  him.' 

'  That    is   a   philosophical   truth,    and    the 
reverse   is   equally  just.      A    dishonest   man 
will  as  surely  get  hold  of  dishonest  servants.' 
'  I'd  trust  mine  anywhere,'  the  Major  said, 
putting   the  box   back  in  the   safe.      '  But  I 
don't,   you   know,'  he  added,  with  a  laugh  ; 
'opportunity  makes  a  thief  sometimes.'     He 
locked  the  safe,  and  turning  to  pat  the  terrier, 
'  You  wouldn't  give  anyone  the  opportunity, 
would  you,  Jack  ?     You'd  let  me  know  if  the 
cook  even  came  in  here,    eh  ?     A   nice    old 
doggy !     And  I've  another  protector  here,'  he 
continued,  addressing    Zassoulich,  as    he  un- 
hooked an  army  revolver  from  the  wall.     '  A 
friend  who's  stood  by  me  as  faithfully  as  old 
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Jack  —  one  who  never  yet  barked  without 
biting.'  He  put  the  revolver  in  the  old  man's 
hand  for  a  moment,  and  then  returned  it  to 
its  place. 

1  Of  course,  you  have  little  to  fear  from 
robbers  of  the  violent  kind  ?'  Zassoulich  ob- 
served. 

'  Not  a  scrap  ;  that's  what  I  tell  McAllister. 
He  has  a  fad,  you  know,  for  making  burglary 
impossible  by  means  of  electricity.  Com- 
municating wire  with  neighbours  and  the 
nearest  police-station,  and  that  sort  of  rub- 
bish. He  would  have  me  fit  one  of  his 
precious  inventions  on  my  safe,  but,  God 
bless  you  !  I  never  use  it.  It  certainly  isn't 
on  now,  or  we  should  have  woke  up  the  house 
when  I  opened  the  door.' 

1  May  I  ask  what  kind  of  appliance  it  is,  and 
how  it  works  ?' 

4  Why,  there's  a  little  button  just  under  the 
door  of  the  safe  (no  one  is  supposed  to  know 
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anything  about  it  except  myself  and  my  family, 
I  may  tell  you).    No  one  can  see  it,  for  the  safe 
is   only   raised  a  couple  of  inches  from   the 
floor,  and  you  have  to  slip  your  finger  under 
to  feel  it.     Well,  when  the  button  is  turned 
so  as  to  stand  at  a  right  angle  with  the  door, 
it  connects  a  circuit  or  something.     Then  the 
opening  of  the  door  acts  as  a  switch,  if  I'm 
not  mistaken,  and  sets  bells  ringing  in  my 
bedroom  and  in  all  the  living  rooms  below. 
The  bells  are  concealed  behind  pictures,  and 
when  that  door  opens   there's  an  uproar  all 
over  the  house,  and   everyone  is   in  a  fright. 
That's  partly  why  I  never  set  it.' 

'  Marvellous  ingenuity  of  mankind  !  Won- 
derful— almost  incredible !' 

'  I'll  just  put  it  on,  and  you  shall  hear  the 
result.     There,  now  the  button's  turned.' 

The  Major  opened  the  door.  At  once  the 
jingle  of  an  electric  bell  in  the  next  room 
was  heard,  and  a  moment  after  doors  opened 
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below,  and  a  chorus  of  frightened  voices  called 
the  Major.  With  a  hearty  laugh  he  went  to 
the  head  of  the  stairs. 

'  It's  only  Mr.  David  McAllister,'  he  called. 
At  the  sound  of  his  voice  out  there,  Zassou- 
lich    started    to   his   feet.       He   had    settled 
clearly  in  his  own  mind  whereabouts  the  safe 
stood   by  his  sense   of  hearing  while  Major 
Caldecott  stood  there  explaining  the  mechanism 
of  the  signal.     The  door  was  open,  and  the 
coveted  prize  was  almost  within  reach  ;  the 
Major  was  still  on  the  landing.     It  was  pos- 
sible to  get  possession  of  the  crystals,  secrete 
them,   and  regain  his   seat  before  the  Major 
returned.     Would  he  look  in  the  safe  again 
before    closing  the  door  on  his  return  ?     It 
was    improbable.       But    the    possibility    was 
obvious,    and    the    rashness    of  the    venture 
too  evident.     With   a  sigh  that  was  almost 
a    groan    the    old   man    sank    back    into    his 
chair. 
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•  The  Major,  still  laughing,  came  back,  cut 
off  the  current,  shut  the  door,  and  turned  the 
key,  without  a  glance  inside. 

'  The  servants  must  hear  the  bells,'  Zassou- 
lich  observed. 

'  Oh  yes  ;  but  they  suppose  them  connected 
with  the  push  in  my  room/  replied  the  Major. 
'  Will  you  take  my  arm  V 

Zassoulich  accepted  the  offer,  and  they 
went  downstairs,  the  old  man  confirming  the 
observations  he  had  made  in  coming  up  ;  but 
to  these  notes  he  added  : 

The  safe  is  raised  two  inches  from  the  floor. 
Slipjring  one's  finger  under  the  door,  one  finds 
the  button,  which,  turned  at  a  right  angle  with 
the  door,  completes  the  circuit,  and  sets  the 
signal  to  be  given  by  the  opening  of  the  door. 

When  Zassoulich  was  taking  his  after- 
dinner  cigarette  in  the  garden  the  next  even- 
ing, he  said  to  his  silent  attendant : 
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'  You  saw  your  friend  yesterday,  Parker  ?' 

'  Yes,  Prince/ 

1  Well,  what  does  he  say  ?' 

'  The  party  is  agreeable  to  the  Prince  coming 
into  the  concern.' 

'  Of  course.  You  could  do  nothing  with- 
out me.  However,  we'll  say  nothing  more 
about  that.     What  are  the  terms  ?' 

I  In  consideration  of  the  Prince  lending  all 
the  assistance  possible,  the  party  agrees  to  his 
taking  a  fair  share  in  the  profits.  There  are  four 
of  us — that  will  give  a  quarter  to  the  Prince.' 

I I  expected  half.' 

'  I  am  instructed  to  say  that  the  Prince  will 
get  no  more  than  a  fourth.  He  can  take  it  or 
leave  it.  In  the  latter  case,  we  must  trouble 
the  Prince  to  leave  here  to-morrow  morning 
and  return  our  property.' 

Zassoulich  nodded  half  a  dozen  times  with 
a  cynical  smile  at  this  realization  of  a  foregone 
conclusion,  and  then  said  : 
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'  You  will  give  me  the  "  party's  "  name  as 
a  guarantee  of  good  faith  ¥ 

'  Can't  be  done,  Prince — at  any  rate,  not  yet 
awhile.  But  as  this  is  only  one  of  a  series  of 
— of  transactions,  the  Prince  will  see  that  it  is 
to  our  interests  to  play  fair.' 

'  Good,  good — very  good  !'  exclaimed  the 
old  man,  in  a  suppressed  tone  of  enthusiasm. 
'  I  am  not  mistaken  in  the  "  party,"  Parker. 
He  is  a  man  of  broad  views  —  of  large 
enterprises  —  a  man  who  strides  to  keep 
pace  with  the  times.  I  accept  his  offer 
without  a  murmur.  Ah,  he  will  find  he's 
not  mistaken  in  me.  I've  begun  business 
already.' 

*  You  have,  Prince !' 

'  Yes.  I've  handled  the  diamonds — oh, 
there  must  be  no  reserve  between  us  ! — I've 
had  them  in  my  hands.  I  might  have  made 
away  with  them  before  you  came  back  this 
morning.     But  I  expected  the  series,  Parker, 
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and  wouldn't  ruin  a  big  undertaking"  for  a 
limited  gain.' 

1  You've  had  'em  in  your  hands,  Prince !' 

'  Twenty-one  of  them.  But  we've  work  to 
do  before  we  can  get  them  into  our  hands 
again.     You  know  where  they  are  kept  ?' 

i  In  the  iron  safe.' 

6  In  the  safe,  yes.  Do  you  know  where  he 
keeps  the  key  ? 

'No.' 

'  Riveted  on  his  watch  chain.  We  must  get 
that  key/ 

4  Or  another.' 

'  Or  another.    He  relies  entirely  on  the  safe.' 

'  Nothing  else  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  there's  a  revolver  and  a  dog.  The 
dog  must  be  got  out  of  the  way  ;  the  revolver 
won't  be  needed.' 

'  '  There's  nothing  else — no  electric  arrange- 
ment V  Parker  asked,  with  a  keen  glance  at 
his  master. 
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4  None  !'  Zassoulich  answered  emphatically. 
'  There  was  some  affair  of  that  kind,  as  the 
"  party "  has  told  you,  I  dare  say ;  but  it 
defeated  its  own  end — as  was  doubtless  in- 
tended by  the  "party"  who  suggested  it.  The 
thing  alarmed  the  house  every  time  the  safe 
was  opened.  Sometimes  it  was  employed  ; 
sometimes  overlooked.  It  became  worse  than 
useless,  and  the  Major  finally  cut  the  wires.' 

Ivan  Zassoulich  had  very  little  faith  in 
honour  of  any  kind — none  at  all  in  thieves' 
honour;  and  he  already  foresaw  that  he  might 
need  the  alarm  as  his  own  safeguard. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

In  imparting  what  had  taken  place  to  his 
wife,  Parker  expressed  his  admiration  of 
Zassoulich  as  loudly  as  secrecy  permitted, 
and  acknowledged  him  a  master  of  his 
art. 

'  Upon  my  word,'  he  muttered,  in  conclu- 
sion, '  I  don't  know  what  we  should  do  with- 
out him.  We  were  told  that  this  Major  was  a 
careless  man  ;  but  he's  not,  and  I  should  throw 
up  the  job  as  hopeless  if  we  hadn't  got  the 
Prince  to  help  us.' 

'  AVhat  is  he  going  to  do  ?'  asked  Mrs. 
Parker  pertinently. 

4  He   didn't   say.     We  were  cut  short   to- 
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night.  But  I  know  well  enough  he  has  it 
planned  out  in  that  long  head  of  his.  He's  a 
genius,  and  he's  hot  on  the  job.  I  shall  hear 
all  about  it  to-morrow.' 

'  I  hope  you  will  ;  and  take  care  he 
isn't  too  clever  —  that's  all,'  said  Mrs. 
Parker. 

But  Zassoulich,  after  that  first  outbreak  of 
zeal,  became  remarkably  reticent,  and  for 
many  days  Parker  had  nothing  further  to 
communicate  to  his  wife.  The  old  man 
basked  in  the  sun  on  the  lawn,  smoking 
eternal  cigarettes,  with  Parker  close  at  hand, 
and  no  one  to  overhear  him,  without  referring 
by  a  single  word  to  the  subject  which  was  on 
their  minds. 

At  length  Parker,  urged  on  by  the  nocturnal 
nagging  of  his  wife,  one  evening  broke  the 
silence. 

'  May  I  ask,'  he  said  respectfully,  after  a 
glance  round,  to  be  certain  they  were  alone. 
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'  when   the   Prince   thinks  of   leaving   Pang- 
bourne  V 

1  About  the  17th  or  18th,  Parker.' 

'  And  to-day's  the  7th,  Prince.' 

'It  is.' 

'  And  we've  done  nothing,  Prince,  up  to 
now.' 

i  You  have  done  nothing,  Parker.  I  have 
done  a  great  deal — of  thinking.' 

'  Very  likely,  Prince  ;  but  that's  about  all 
the  Prince  has  done ;  and,  if  I  may  be 
allowed  to  say  so,  I  think  it's  about  time  we 
got  on  to  something  practical.' 

'  There's    plenty    of   time.       The    business 
cannot    be    done    until    the    house   is   full   of 
people.      On    the    loth  —  perhaps    before  — 
there  will   be  a  great   many  visitors    in   the 
house.' 

'  But  we  must  make  some  preparation 
beforehand.' 

1  True  ;  and,  as  you  say,  it's  about  time  to 

vol.  r.  13 
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begin.     Now,  let  me  hear  what  you  propose  to 
do  in  a  practical  way,  Parker.' 

1  Well,  there's  the  dog  to  be  got  out  of  the 
way  ;  might  begin  that  at  once.' 

'  How  r 

'  Poison  him,  Prince,  slowly.  I  know  how 
to  do  it.     He'll  be  a  week  dying.' 

'  That  leaves  another  week  for  the  Major  to 
get  a  new  dog,  or  set  the  alarm  in  working 
order.  The  dog  must  be  poisoned — killed  in 
two  minutes.     But  not  yet  awhile.' 

;  Don't  see  howT  I'm  to  get  at  the  safe  while 
he's  there,'  objected  Parker. 

'  Why  do  you  want  to  get  at  the  safe  before 
the  15th  ?' 

'  To  take  an  impression  of  the  lock  and  get 
a  key.' 

Zassoulich  rolled  his  head  reflectively  as  he 
lay  back  in  the  chair,  letting  a  stream  of 
smoke  issue  slowly  from  his  lips. 

;  That  attempt  has  ruined  some  of  the  be^t 
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undertakings  that  were  ever  planned,'  he  said  ; 
1  a  piece  of  wax  sticks  in  a  ward  ;  it  is  found 
on  the  key,  and  leads  to  untimely  discovery. 
Your  notions  are  all  old-fashioned  —  not 
worthy  of  you  and  your  age,  Parker.  You 
ought  to  think  more,  if  you  sincerely  wish  to 
get  on  in  your  profession.' 

'  May  I  ask  if  the  Prince  has  got  anything 
better  to  suggest  ?'  asked  Parker,  with  just 
a  dash  of  asperity — his  self-esteem  being 
wounded  by  this  rebuke  and  the  recollection 
of  Mrs.  Parker's  heckling  overnight. 

4  Yes  ;  my  cigarettes  are  getting  low.  To- 
morrow you  shall  go  to  Reading  and  buy  me 
some  of  the  finest  Latakia  and  a  machine  to 
make  cigarettes.  At  the  same  time  you  shall 
take  a  prescription  to  a  druggist,  and  get  it 
made  up.     You  have  wax,  I  dare  say  ?' 

'  Oh  yes  ;  that's  all  ready.' 

'  Then  with  these  I  think  we  may  safely 
get  what  we  want   in    a    few    days,  without 

13—2 
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killing  the  dog  yet  awhile,  or  fumbling  about 
at  the  safe.' 

The  next  night,  when  Parker  had  taken  off 
his  master's  coat  and  put  on  his  dressing- 
gown,  Zassoulich  set  him  to  making  up  the 
tobacco  into  cigarettes  with  the  machine  he 
had  brought  from  Reading. 

As  he  turned  them  out  the  old  man 
examined  them  critically  with  his  long  thin 
fingers,  one  after  the  other,  until  at  least  fifty 
had  passed  through  his  hands  and  been  laid  on 
the  table  beside  him  ;  then  he  said  : 

'  That  will  do,  Parker.  You  make  them 
very  regular  and  even  now.  Put  what  are 
finished  in  a  box  for  ordinary  use  ;  now  lay 
out  enough  tobacco  for  seven  more,'  his  voice 
sinking  to  a  murmur,  certainly  not  to  be 
heard  out  of  the  room. 

;  I  have  done  that,  Prince.' 

'  You  have  the  little  powder  you  brought 
from  the  chemist  T 
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'  Here  it  is,  Prince,'  Parker  answered,  in  a 
voice  hushed  by  expectancy  and  excite- 
ment. 

1  Mix  it  carefully  with  the  Latakia — not 
breaking  the  tobacco  more  than  you  can  help.' 

He  smoked  on  patiently  until  Parker  told 
him  that  the  thing  was  done. 

'  Make  it  up  into  seven  cigarettes — care- 
fully.' 

Again  he  smoked,  calmly  silent,  until  the 
cigarettes  were  put  into  his  hand.  He  selected 
one,  and  gave  the  remaining  six  to  Parker. 

'  Put  these  in  the  little  morocco  case — of 
course,  by  themselves.' 

1  That's  done,  Prince.' 

'Now  get  the  smelling  salts  out  of  my 
case.' 

He  threw  away  the  end  of  the  cigarette  he 
had  been  smoking,  and  sat  up,  as  Parker 
returned  with  the  salts  ;  then,  having  taken 
a  sniff  at  the  bottle,  to    assure    himself  that 
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the  salts  were  strong,  he  coolly  placed  the 
cigarette  last  made  by  Parker  between  his 
lips, -and  demanded  a  light.  Parker  struck  a 
vesta. 

1  You  will  apply  the  salts  when  you  think 
it  is  necessary,'  said  the  old  man,  and  then 
quietly  presented  the  cigarette  for  Parker  to 
light. 

He  tasted  the  first  whiff  of  smoke  in  the  way 
of  a  connoisseur,  and  then  he  leant  back  in  his 
chair  and  puffed  slowly.  At  the  third  whiff  a 
spasm  of  pain  distorted  his  face,  and  the  next 
moment  the  cigarette  fell  from  his  gaping 
mouth,  a  cramp  convulsed  his  members,  draw- 
ing up  his  arms  and  crooking  his  fingers  ;  then, 
as  if  a  spring  had  broken,  the  muscles  relaxed; 
his  hands  dropped  like  lead  by  his  side,  and 
his  head  rolled  from  the  cushion  of  his  chair. 

Parker,  looking  on  aghast  at  the  experi- 
ment, stood  motionless  for  a  minute ;  then 
he    quickly    applied    the    salts.       In    a    few 
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minutes    Zassoulich    regained    consciousness, 
and  stretched  out  his  hands  vaguely. 

1  All  right  now,  Prince  ?'  whispered  Parker, 
in  a  voice  still  agitated  by  his  late  terror. 

'  Yes,  yes  ;  that  will  do,'  Zassoulich  an- 
swered, adding,  as  he  regained  strength  : 
'  When  I  tell  you  that  I  have  no  cigarettes, 
you  will  fetch  me  these — and  your  wax  at  the 
same  time.' 

Fortune  favoured  the  rascals  the  very  next 
morning. 

Zassoulich  made  it  a  rule  to  take  a  consti- 
tutional walk  every  morning.  When  it  was 
wet,  he  took  Parker ;  wl\en  dry,  Mrs.  Caldecott 
or  Evelyn  accompanied  him.  Occasionally, 
when  the  Major  felt  unequal  to  literary  appli- 
cation, he  would  be  the  old  man's  companion. 
That  was  the  case  on  this  occasion. 

The  two  gentlemen  started  off  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Goring,  Zassoulich  with  his  hand 
linked  in  the  Major's  arm,    Parker  following 
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in  the  rear  at  a  respectful  distance,  carrying 
his  master's  inverness  and  umbrella. 

1  Dear  me!'  exclaimed  the  Major,  when  they 
had  gone  about  a  couple  of  hundred  yards, 
'  I've  left  my  weeds  behind.  Can  you  give 
me  a  cigarette  V 

'  With  pleasure,'  replied  Zassoulich,  diving 
his  hand  in  his  pocket.  '  Curious  coincidence,' 
he  continued,  after  tapping  one  pocket  after 
the  other;  4  I've  done  the  same  thing.'  Then, 
turning  round,  he  said  :  '  Parker,  I  have  no 
cigarettes.' 

Parker  turned  about,  and  was  round  the 
corner  before  the  Major,  who  greatly  preferred 
a  cigar,  could  tell  him  to  bring  his  cigar-case 
at  the  same  time. 

They  walked  on  slowly,  Zassoulich  easily 
taking  up  the  thread  of  conversation  where 
it  had  been  broken  off.  His  talk  was  always 
interesting,  provoking  arguments  which  he 
conducted  with    the  most  suave   indifference 
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to  his  own  opinions.  When  he  gave  him- 
self the  trouble  to  argue,  it  was  not  with  a 
view  to  scoring  a  triumph,  but  to  winning  a 
certain  amount  of  goodwill  and  respect,  which 
was  much  more  valuable  in  the  long-run. 
Military  organization  was  the  subject  of  their 
present  debate,  and  Zassoulich  had  brought 
the  simple  Major  to  a  delightful  belief  that  he 
had  certainly  got  the  best  of  it,  when  Parker, 
seeing  the  road  clear  in  both  directions,  over- 
took them. 

'  Cigarettes,  Prince.' 

Zassoulich  finished  the  sentence  he  had 
begun,  as  he  took  the  case  from  Parker  and 
opened  it. 

'  You  may  be  quite  right  there,'  retorted 
the  Major,  '  but — oh,  thanks ;'  and  he  took  a 
cigarette. 

Parker  lit  a  vesta  and  offered  it.  Zassou- 
lich took  a  cigarette  from  the  case,  and  put  it 
between  his  lips.     Parker  struck  another  vesta  ; 
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it  went  out.  He  lit  a  second,  waiting  for  the 
flame  to  rise  before  offering  it  to  his  master. 

'  But,  as  I  was  saying  ' — the  Major  took  a 
whiff  at  his  cigarette,  and  rolled  it  between 
his  lips — 'the  three  arms  of  the  service' — 
puff 

1  Light,  Prince,'  said  Parker. 

Zassoulich,  without  hesitation,  inhaled  a 
whiff  of  the  poisoned  tobacco  without  the 
slightest  appearance  of  concern.  But  he  had 
no  need  to  go  further. 

1  Good  God  !  what's  the  matter  with  me  ?' 
exclaimed  the  Major,  who  had  been  vigorously 
pulling  at  his  cigarette,  and  then,  reeling  with 
outstretched  hands,  he  called  to  Parker  for  help. 

'What  is  the  matter?'  asked  Zassoulich, 
still  holding  his  cigarette  between  his  fingers. 
Never  had  he  so  keenly  felt  the  loss  of  sight 
as  at  that  moment. 

'  Mr.  Caldecott's  fainting,  Prince  !'  said 
Parker,  still  maintainin £  the  character  of  an 
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astonished  servant.  '  He  can't  stand ;  he's 
fallen  to  the  ground.' 

'  Is  anyone  coming  who  can  help  ?'  asked 
Zassoulich,  with  assumed  alarm. 

'  Not  a  soul  in  sight,  Prince,'  Parker  an- 
swered, after  a  hasty  glance  to  the  right  and 
left. 

'  Shake  his  arm — speak  to  him!'  exclaimed 
Zassoulich. 

Parker  obeyed  the  order,  and,  seeing  that 
the  desired  effect  was  produced,  wasted  no 
more  words.  The  Major  wore  a  double  chain, 
attached  to  his  watch  in  one  pocket,  to  the 
safe-key  in  the  other.  With  the  quick  dex- 
terity of  a  pickpocket  Parker  whipped  out  the 
key,  and,  taking  a  flat  block  of  wax  from  his 
pocket,  pressed  the  two  together  until  a  deep 
impression  of  the  key  was  made  in  the  wax. 
Separating  them,  he  examined  both  keenly 
to  see  if  the  impression  was  true,  and  that 
no   traces  of  the  wax  were  left  on  the  key. 
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Perfectly  satisfied  on  these  points,  he  returned 
the  ke}7,  replaced  the  wax  in  the  tobacco-box 
he  had  taken  it  from,  and,  slipping  it  into  his 
breast-pocket,  murmured  : 

'  Done !' 

Zassoulich  flung  away  his  cigarette,  and 
drew  a  deep  breath. 

'  Put  this  to  his  nostrils,'  he  said,  holding 
out  a  small  bottle  of  volatile  salts. 

'  The  colour  is  coming  back  into  his  face. 
He  is  better,  Prince.' 

'  Thank  Heaven !'  exclaimed  Zassoulich,  in 
a  loud  and  fervent  voice. 

In  a  little  while  the  Major  was  on  his  legs, 
marvelling  '  what  the  deuce  it  could  have 
been,'  while  Parker  assiduously  dusted  his 
coat  with  a  handkerchief.  Clearly  it  couldn't 
have  been  the  cigarette,  for  Zassoulich  had 
lit  up  at  the  same  time,  and  felt  no  ill  effect. 
He  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  attack 
must  have  been  indigestion — something  wrong 
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at  the  breakfast-table — the  pate  or  the  caviare, 
or  some  other  potted  rubbish — which  should 
teach  an  Englishman  to  stick  to  his  beef. 
However,  he  exacted  a  promise  from  Zassou- 
lich  to  say  nothing  about  it  at  home,  lest 
the  women  —  God  bless  their  sympatheti  c 
souls ! — should  take  it  into  their  heads  that 
there  was  something  the  matter  with  his 
heart. 

1  And,  Parker,  don't  you  mention  it,  if  you 
please,  downstairs,'  he  added,  fishing  out  a 
sovereign  from  his  pocket,  and  putting  it  in 
the  mans  hand  as  a  reward  for  his  past  service. 

Neither  Zassoulich  nor  Parker  did  mention 
the  incident,  and  the  only  allusion  to  it  was 
made  by  the  Major,  jocosely,  at  the  breakfast - 
table  the  next  morning  : 

*  I'll  take  beef  this  morning.  With  all 
deference  to  you,  Zassoulich,  I  don't  care 
much  for  caviare.' 

Parker  begged  for  half  a  day  off,  and  got  it. 
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He  went  up  to  London  with  the  wax  impres- 
sion, and  returned  with  a  key  identical  in  its 
working  parts  with  the  Major's.  He  told 
Zassoulich  that  he  had  it,  but  did  not  offer  to 
let  him  hold  it. 

On  the  12th,  when  they  had  an  opportunity 
of  conversing  secretly,  Parker  said,  with  a 
slight  hesitation  in  his  manner  : 

1  It's  the  12th,  Prince.  Don't  you  think 
we  might  get  rid  of  the  dog  now  ?  He  runs 
upstairs  whenever  he  wants  a  snooze.  It's 
never  safe  there.' 

That  implied  that  Parker  or  his  wife  had 
already  been  prowling  above  tentatively, 
but  Zassoulich  kept  the  inference  to  himself. 

'  You  may  ruin  everything  if  you  kill 
him  a  day  before  the  enterprise  is  to  be 
carried  out.'  Then,  slowly,  '  Why  are  you 
in  such  a  hurry,  Parker?' 

'  Oh,  I'm  not  in  a  hurry,  Prince  ; 
but ' 
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4  Mrs.  Parker  is/  Zassoulich  said,  con- 
cluding the  sentence.  '  Parker,  it's  not  the 
first  time  a  man  has  been  undone  by  his 
wife's  impatience.  Mark  me,  you'll  have  to 
get  rid  of  Mrs.  Parker  as  well  as  the  dog  if 
you  wish  to  make  your  fortune.' 

The  next  day  Zassoulich  reopened  the 
subject. 

1  Is  the  dog  still  alive  ?'  he  asked. 

''  Yes,  Prince.  I  put  my  foot  down  about 
that.  The  Prince  is  right.  I  can  do  it  easily 
before  breakfast  on  Friday.  The  place  will 
be  full  by  to-morrow  night,  I  hear.' 

'  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  the — the 
things  when  you  get  them  ?' 

'  Oh,  we've  settled  all  that.  That's  all 
arranged,'  Parker  answered,  a  little  rudely 
for  him. 

1  Very  good,'  said  Zassoulich  blandly.  '  Go 
up  to  my  room  and  fetch  me  a  silk  hand- 
kerchief.' 
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When  Parker  was  gone,  the  old  man,  clasp- 
ing his  long  fingers  over  his  knees,  rocked 
himself  backwards  and  forwards  in  meditation, 
each  movement  marking  off  a  division  of  the 
subject  under  consideration. 

c  This  is  Mrs.  Parker,'  he  said  to  himself. 
'  She's  the  clever  one  ;  Parker  is  only  an  ex- 
cellent tool  in  her  hand.  I'm  another  tool. 
She  o'ot  all  she  wanted  out  of  me.  Xow  I 
may  go  to  the  devil,  if  I  choose.  She  has 
told  Parker  that  I  am  needed  no  more.  He 
has  just  sense  enough  to  see  so  far  and  no 
further.  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  do 
with  the  crystals,  Mrs.  Parker.  You're  going 
to  bolt  with  them.  You'd  have  bolted  with 
them  the  day  you  got  the  key.  But  the 
dos"  was  in  the  way.  You'd  have  killed  the 
dog,  and  made  an  attempt  at  once,  only 
Parker  had  more  faith  in  my  wisdom  than  in 
yours.  And  the  mouse  putting  on  the  air  of 
a  lion  frightened  you  into  submission.      You 
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will  get  the  diamonds  easily  enough  the  day 
after  to-morrow.  And  you  will  be  quite 
prepared  to  bolt  with  them.  But  you  won't 
bolt,  my  good  woman!  You  think  you  are 
clever  ;  but  you're  a  fool  —  nothing  better 
than  a  treacherous  cat,  whose  paw  shall  rake 
out  the  chestnut  for  me.' 


vol.  1.  14 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

After    transacting    the    business   in    Berlin 
furnished  for   him  by  his  father,  Lesley,  with 
the   purpose   of  getting   over  his  infatuation 
for    Olga   on   a    kind  of    homceopathic    prin- 
ciple, went  on  to  Vienna.      But    the   distrac- 
tions of  that  vivacious  city  failed  to  have  any 
beneficial    effect    upon    him.      The    sense    of 
duty    that    suggested     the    expedient     took 
away  the  small  zest   he  had  for  dissipation. 
The  earnest  desire  to  be  true  to  Evelyn,  ever 
present  in   his   mind,   in  itself  precluded   his 
taking  the  remedy  he  sought  for  his  attach- 
ment   to    Olga.       Female     beauty    of    every 
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type  is  to  be  found  in  Vienna ;  but  he  saw 
nothing  to  admire.  The  English  girls  he 
met  gave  him  an  attack  of  Anglophobia  in 
its  mild  form — they  were  so  extreme  —  so 
rigid  and  reserved,  or  such  uncultured 
hoydens.  The  only  face  which  had  any 
charm  for  him  was  one  in  which  he  detected 
a  slight  resemblance  to  Olga's.  He  did  his 
best  to  banish  her  from  his  mind,  but  she 
haunted  him  sleeping  or  waking,  and  with 
the  vision  came  a  sense  of  loss  and  desolation. 
He  felt  that  something  was  gone  out  of  his 
life — an  irrecoverable  joy  which  might  have 
changed  his  destiny. 

He  certainly  was  not  gay  at  this  time,  and 
his  appearance  in  the  public  gardens  or  else- 
where helped  to  justify  the  belief  that  an 
Englishman  takes  his  pleasure  seriously. 
But  as  the  time  drew  near  for  his  return 
to  England  he  cheered  up  considerably,  and 
at    times    his    step    became    elastic    and   his 
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countenance  radiant  under  an  exuberant 
flow  of  animal  spirits  which  he  did  not  seek 
to  account  for.  Assuredly  he  was  not  think- 
ing of  Evelyn  in  those  moments,  for  the 
thought  of  her  was  always  accompanied  by 
morbid  reflections  and  grave  resolutions 
which  would  have  done  credit  to  a  man  of 
fifty. 

True  to  his  promise,  Lesley  did  not  go 
down  to  Pangbourne  until  the  14th,  and  then 
his  father  Avent  with  him.  Evelyn  abandoned 
her  last  faint  hope. 

'  If  he  had  ceased  to  love  Olga,'  she  said 
to  herself,  '  he  would  have  returned  a  week 
ao-o — not  waited  till  the  last  moment.  And 
now  to  come  with  his  father — as  if  he  needed 
support!  Oh,  he  still  loves  her!  and  life  is 
very  hard  and  very  horrid.' 

She  came  across  with  her  father  soon  after 
their  arrival,  the  Major  anxious  to  get  them 
to  dine  that  evening  at  his  hospitable  table — 
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Evelyn  to  end  her  restless  suspense.  Lesley 
was  a  little  more  earnest  than  usual,  Evelyn 
a  little  quieter ;  otherwise  their  meeting  was 
exactly  like  a  hundred  others  that  had  gone 
before. 

'  I  am  glad  to  see  you  looking  so  jolly,' 
said  Lesley,  with  an  admiring  glance,  as  they 
walked  out  of  the  garden  and  along  the 
towpath.  '  By  George  !  one  must  come 
back  to  England  for  such  complexions  as 
yours.' 

But  when  the  excitement  of  meeting  sub- 
sided, Evelyn's  colour  disappeared,  and  he 
noticed  that  she  was  thinner  and  paler  than 
she  was  wont  to  be.  Till  then  he  had  been 
in  high  spirits,  recounting  some  incidents  in 
his  journey  with  a  good  deal  of  humour — 
forcing  the  gaiety,  perhaps,  because  she 
seemed  a  little  quiet ;  but  the  change  in  her 
appearance  damped  him  at  once  with  the  con- 
viction that  she  had  suffered,  and  that  he  was 
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the  cause  of  her  trouble.  '  Poor  Evelyn,  she 
should  suffer  no  longer,'  he  said  to  himself ; 
he  would  prove  that  he  could  be  strong  where 
his  will  was  concerned,  and  that  he  had  not 
swerved  in  his  purpose. 

'  Talking  of  Berlin,'  he  said,  dipping  his 
fingers  in  his  waistcoat  pocket,  and  with  no 
more  change  in  his  voice  than  he  could  help, 
'  I  bought  something  for  you  there,  Eve.' 
He  oj:>ened  the  little  case,  and  took  out  a 
diamond  ring. 

Evelyn  had  some  of  her  father's  passion 
for  diamonds,  and  the  glitter  of  the  stones 
was  reflected  in  her  face  as  she  looked  at 
them,  her  trouble  being  forgotten  for  the 
moment. 

'  Oh,  it  is  beautiful !'  she  exclaimed  ;  'and 
you  are  kind,  Les,'  looking  up  with  love 
beaming  in  her  eyes. 

'  I  knew  you  would  like  it,  dear,'  he  said 
gently — a  tone  that  thrilled  her  with  delight, 
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as  it  inspired  the  hope  that  she  had  been 
wrong  after  all,  and  he  did  really  love  her. 
Then,  with  a  return  to  his  airy  tone,  which 
brought  about  a  revulsion  in  the  girl's 
overstrung  feelings  —  the  sudden  change 
of  heat  to  cold  in  this  fever  of  love — he 
said  : 

'  I  think  I  know  the  size  of  your  finger. 
Let  us  see  if  I  have  guessed  right.' 

She  held  out  her  finger,  and  he  slipped  it 
on.  It  was  several  sizes  too  large  for  her — 
it  would  have  gone  on  her  thumb. 

At  another  time  she  would  have  burst  into 
laughter,  and  made  a  joke  of  his  miscalcula- 
tion, though  at  her  own  expense;  but  now  she 
closed  her  other  fingers  to  conceal  the  mistake 
in  size,  pretending  that  it  fitted  well,  as  she 
held  her  hand  out,  and  the  smile  on  her  face 
was  forced  and  untrue. 

4  He  must  have  figured  me  with  a  hand  like 
a  cook's,'  she  said  to  herself  bitterly. 
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'  But  is  that  your  engaged  finger  ?'  lie 
asked  doubtingly. 

She  shook  her  head  in  silence,  still  looking 
at  the  ring. 

'  I  ought  to  know,  but  I  don't,'  he  said. 
<  Which  is  it  ?' 

She  held  up  the  other  hand,  still  without 
a  word,  still  with  that  unnatural  smile, 
which  was  almost  a  line  of  pain,  upon  her 
face. 

They  were  quite  alone.  He  took  her 
hand  and  raised  it  to  his  lips. 

'  Oh  !  if  he  loved  me,  he  would  take  me  in 
his  arms  and  kiss  my  lips  though  all  the 
world  were  looking,'  she  said  to  herself.  She 
would  have  withdrawn  her  hand,  but  he 
held  it. 

'  You  will  let  me  put  the  ring  on  that 
finger  ?'  he  said. 

'  Not  yet.  The  time  does  not  expire  till 
to-morrow.' 
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He  did  not  see  the  covert  reference  to  his 
own  punctuality.  He  only  noticed  that  her 
manner  was  cold  and  constrained.  He  let 
her  hand  drop. 

It  was  all  too  evident  to  Evelyn.  He  had 
bought  the  ring  in  Berlin  within  a  week  of 
his  lovemaking  with  Olga — before  he  could 
have  forgotten  her.  The  ring  was  a  token  of 
high  principle,  and  not  of  deep  feeling.  He 
had  stayed  away  till  the  last  moment,  because 
it  was  duty,  and  he  would  marry  her  for 
pity's  sake.  For  a  moment  these  reflections 
chilled  her  heart,  and  then  the  tide  of  generous 
feeling  rushed  back,  and,  accusing  herself  of 
injustice  and  mean  caprice,  she  turned  to 
Lesley,  crying  in  a  low,  faltering  voice  : 

4  Oh,  do  forgive  me,  dear  !  I  am  over- 
sensitive, stupid  and  unkind.  The  ring  is 
beautiful.  But  it  means  so  much.  To- 
morrow, perhaps,  you  shall  place  it  where  it 
is  to  stay  for  all  my  life.' 
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And  with  that  she  held  up  her  face  to  be 
kissed. 

As  the  party  of  four,  having  crossed  the 
river,  made  their  way  to  the  tennis-court  from 
the  boat-house,  Lesley's  heart  fluttered,  in 
spite  of  himself,  with  the  near  prospect  of 
meeting  Olga.  Through  the  long,  wide- 
sweeping  arms  of  the  cedar  he  saw  the 
players  moving,  and  a  little  on  the  right  of 
them  a  group  of  bystanders.  He  knew  she 
was  there  ;  he  even  distinguished,  among  the 
babble  of  voices,  her  musical  tones  and  dainty 
articulation.  How  would  she  meet  him  ? 
he  asked  himself.  Would  she  scathe  him 
with  some  witty  sarcasm  on  his  long  absence? 
And  what  on  earth  should  he  say  when  the 
time  came  for  him  to  tell  her  that  since  that 
little  interview  in  the  moonlight  three  weeks 
back  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  marry 
someone  else  ? 
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Olga  was  seated  a  little  apart  from  the 
group,  leaning  back  in  her  chair,  vis-a-vis 
with  Lord  George  Betterton,  who  was  leaning 
forward  in  his,  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  his 
chair  tilting  backwards  and  forwards,  looking 
boldly  into  Olga's  face  as  he  drawled  out  his 
confounded  badinage.  That  he  was  drawling 
badinage  was  Lesley's  presumption  on  recog- 
nising his  lordship. 

'  I  knew  he  would  come  back — insufferable 
cad  !'  said  Lesley  to  himself,  vexed  because 
Olga  seemed  to  find  him  not  at  all  insuffer- 
able. 

Olga  gave  her  hand  and  smiled  back  with 
her  characteristic  inclination  of  the  head, 
and  showed  no  more  embarrassment  in  meet- 
ing Lesley  than  if  they  had  parted  under 
ordinary  conditions  only  the  day  before  ; 
and  as  he  seemed  to  be  rather  ill  at  ease,  she 
led  the  conversation  with  admirable  tact  on 
to  a  subject  of  general  interest,  in  which  Lord 
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George  took  his  drawling  part  until  called 
away  to  play  his  set.  And  now,  being  left 
quite  alone  with  Olga,  Lesley  felt  that  his 
hour  had  come ;  but,  as  if  purposely  to 
dispel  his  illusions,  Olga,  now  that  Better- 
ton  was  gone,  questioned  Lesley  about 
Berlin  and  Vienna,  and  when  the  talk  began 
to  wane  in  interest  she  rose,  proposing 
that  they  should  find  their  friend,  Miss 
Caldecott. 

'  She  knows  all  about  it,'  said  Lesley  to 
himself ;  '  and  wouldn't  accept  me  now  if  I 
made  an  offer.  Setting  aside  the  dictates  of 
loyalty  and  friendship,  I  shouldn't  think  she 
would  have  me.  I  must  be  as  contemptible 
to  her  as  I  am  to  myself 

He  was  perfectly  right  in  his  conclusions. 
At  the  dinner- table  he  sat  beside  Evelyn, 
Betterton  next  to  Olga  on  the  opposite  side,  a 
little  lower  down.  Lesley  made  up  his  mind 
not  to  look  across  the  table,  and  to  devote 
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himself  entirely  to  Evelyn.  But  before  long1 
he  found  himself  listening  to  the  conversation 
on  the  other  side,  struck  by  the  witty  repartee 
of  Olga,  and  envious  of  Betterton,  who,  under 
the  stimulating  effect  of  Olga's  wit,  really 
said  one  or  two  very  smart  things — for  a  lord. 
Lesley's  own  conversational  powers  forsook 
him.  He  seemed  to  have  exhausted  all  the 
topics  of  conversation,  and  he  was  terribly 
conscious  that  what  he  did  say  was  stupid 
and  spiritless  and  flat.  Then  involuntarily 
he  glanced  across  at  Olga,  and  caught  her 
face  in  profile,  with  that  bewitching  smile 
revealing  her  white,  perfect  teeth.  After  that 
it  was  impossible  to  prevent  his  eyes  stray- 
ing in  that  direction  with  an  inner,  unac- 
knowledged  longing  for  recognition  on  her 
part.  Olga  was  superior  to  the  feminine 
weakness  of  playing  with  a  slave.  She  would 
not  see  him.  Clearly  she  had  quite  done 
with  him.     Once  or  twice,  though.  Betterton 
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met  his  regard,  and  a  cool,  insolent  expres- 
sion of  amusement  and  triumph  added  not  a 
little  to  Lesley's  discomfort  and  feeling  of  self- 
abasement. 

A  thousand  times  he  wished  the  dinner 
was  over  ;  so  did  poor  Evelyn. 

After  dinner  Betterton  proposed  that  they 
should  drop  down  the  river  to  his  houseboat 
and  take  coffee.  The  invitation  was  accepted 
— the  twilight  of  a  summer's  night  being  so 
charming  on  the  river. 

Evelyn  and  Olga  took  the  stern,  and  sat  in 
Lesley's  dingy. 

i  Look  here,'  said  Betterton,  taking  Lesley 
aside  before  starting,  '  we  will  toss  for 
stroke.'  He  covered  a  piece  of  money  on 
the  back  of  his  hand. 

'  Head,'  said  Lesley. 

'  T'other,'  said  Betterton,  with  the  same- 
offensive  look  in  his  eyes  as  he  uncovered  the 
coin. 
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•  You've  lost,  old  chappie,'  he  added  signi- 
ficantly. 

So  Lesley  took  the  bow  and  pulled  in 
silence,  while  Betterton,  face  to  face  with 
Olga  and  Evelyn,  kept  up  a  lively  fire  of 
talk  with  both. 

It  was  late  when  they  left  the  houseboat. 
Some  of  the  party  preferred  walking  back 
to  Pangbourne,  and  amongst  them  Olga,  and 
consequently  Betterton.  This  arrangement 
gave  Evelyn  and  Lesley  the  dingy  to  them- 
selves. They  were  a  little  behind  the  rest 
in  starting.  Lesley  was  grateful  for  the 
stiff  current,  which  compelled  hard  pulling. 
He  couldn't  talk ;  it  was  hopeless  to  keep  up 
this  terrible  farce  of  indifference.  Evelyn 
also  was  glad  to  pull;  she  needed  something 
to  drive  from  her  mind  the  recollection  of 
that  last  happy  day  when  she  and  Lesley 
paddled  carelessly  in  this  very  boat. 

At  some  distance  from  the  houseboat  they 
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overtook  Betterton  and  Olga  sauntering 
along  the  towpath.  They  spoke,  and 
Evelyn  replied,  but  Lesley  could  say 
nothing,  for  the  mad,  jealous  fury  in  his 
heart, 


CHAPTER  XV. 

The  next  morning,  at  breakfast,  Lesley 
pushed  aside  his  plate  untouched,  as  if  the 
very  sight  of  food  was  revolting.  The  Right 
Hon.,  lifting  his  eyes,  cast  a  penetrating 
glance  at  his  son,  and  observed  : 

'  You  look  particularly  miserable  this 
morning,  Lesley.' 

'  I  am  intensely  wretched,  sir.' 

'  Have  you  made  any  unpleasant  dis- 
covery?' asked  the  father,  taking  a  lump  of 
sugar. 

Lesley  nodded,  and,  turning  his  chair 
from  the  table,  replied  briefly,   [  Yes.' 

'  I    thought    so.       Your    spirits     were    so 
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remarkably  good  yesterday  morning.  Do 
you  feel  disposed  to  tell  me  the  nature  of 
your  discovery  ?' 

'  The  principal  is  that  I  have  no  control 
over  my  feelings.' 

4  I  presume  you  are  not  so  morally  pros- 
trate—  the  butter,  if  you  please — that  you 
would  suffer  your  feelings  or  passions  to 
overcome  all  sense  of  right  and  honour  V 

'  j^o,  sir  ;  and,  for  that  reason,  I  cannot 
engage  myself  to  marry  Evelyn — even  if  she 
would  have  me — as  I  intended.' 

'  I  perceive.  You  find  yourself  still  under 
the  infatuation  of  Miss  Zassoulich/ 

1  Yes,  and,  that  being  the  case,  I  must  give 
up  all  thought  of  marriage.  I  am  quite  un- 
worthy of  such  affection  as  Evelyn's.' 

'  She  is  a  most  excellent  young  lady,  and 
while  this  '  —  he  sipped  his  tea  —  '  attack 
lasts,  it  would  not  be  right  to  marry. 
But  it    will    not    last,  any    more  than   some 
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other  derangements  of  a  purely  physical 
kind/ 

'  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  that  it  is 
purely  physical/  Lesley  objected. 

'  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so  ;  if  the  de- 
rangement is  of  a  moral  character,  reason  will 
overcome  it.' 

<  Possibly/ 

4  Certainly.'  The  Right  Hon.  here  spoke 
with  enrphasis.  '  When  reason  shows  that 
there  is  nothing  of  a  moral  character  to 
admire,  admiration  must  cease.' 

Lesley  toyed  with  a  knife  on  the  table, 
looking  blankly  out  of  the  window. 

'  Wherefore,'  continued  the  Right.  Hon., 
after  refilling  his  cup,  '  I  see  no  reason  for 
giving  way  to  such  abject  dejection.  It  is 
very  unfortunate,  but  an  attack  of  measles, 
say,  at  your  age,  would  be  more  danger- 
ous. In  all  cases  of  misfortune  we 
must     be     patient     and     wait.       We    must 
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take   time.      Your    infatuation  will    be    over- 
come,   your    healthy    tone    will    return,    and  , 
then    you    will    find    yourself   as    worthy    of 
Evelyn  Caldecott  as  she  is  worthy  of  you.' 

'  You  are  supposing  that  the  infatuation  is 
to  be  overcome.' 

'  Certainly  it  is.  When  you  find  that 
you  cannot  introduce  Miss  Zassoulich  in 
honourable  society ' 

'  That  is  a  very  remote  possibility,  sir,'  said 
Lesley,  interrupting  his  father  hotly. 

'  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that  as  you  seem  to 
be.  I  have  received  a  great  deal  of  informa- 
tion about  these  people  —  not  absolutely 
reliable,  I  admit,  but  too  serious  to  be 
disregarded.  I  refrain  from  entering  into 
particulars,  because  you  are  not  in  a  con- 
dition to  examine  them  impartially.  But  a 
few  months,  at  the  outside,  will  decide  the 
question  one  way  or  the  other.  Does  that 
seem  too  long  to  wait  V 
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'  A  great  deal,  sir,  in  my  present  condition,' 
,  answered  Lesley,  rising  impatiently. 

'  Then  I  can  tell  you  how  to  shorten  it 
and  improve  your  condition  at  the  same 
time.  Take  another  journey,  and  a  little 
further  this  time.  Go  to  Moscow.  I  can 
furnish  you  with  letters  of  introduction. 
You  yourself  can  find  means  to  see  the 
Princess  Rosovski.  If  all  that  the  Zassou- 
lichs  say  is  reliable,  the  Princess  will  be 
glad  to  welcome  a  friend  of  theirs.  If  these 
people  give  Olga  Zassoulich  a  high  character, 
you  can  come  home,  marry  her,  and  advise 
me  for  the  future  ;  if  not— — '  He  also  rose, 
leaving  the  context  to  Lesley's  imagination. 

Was  it  possible  that  Olga  could  be  an 
impostor  ?  Lesley  asked  himself  incredu- 
lously. Could  fraud  and  dissimulation  wear 
such  nobility  as  that  which  stamped  the 
features  of  the  blind  old  warrior,  Ivan 
Z  assoulich  ? 
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At  that  very  moment  the  blind  old  warrior 
was  receiving  the  finishing  touches  to  his 
toilet  from  his  man,  Parker,  and  giving  him  a 
few  last  words  of  advice. 

'  You  will  open  the  safe  yourself,  Parker  V 
he  murmured. 

'  Yes.  Mrs.  Parker  don't  understand  safes. 
1  do.' 

'  Where  is  Mrs.  Parker  now?' 

'  Down  in  one  of  the  outhouses  with  the  dog.' 

'  Is  she  going  to  kill  him  ?' 

'  No,  Prince.  That  is  another  thing  she 
don't  understand.  I'm  going  down  as  soon 
as  I've  finished  the  Prince.' 

'  Where  are  the  servants  V 

'  Most  of  'em  are  engaged  below.  Breakfast 
is  on.' 

'  You  have  settled  how  you  will  dispose  of 
the  things  when  you  get  them  V 

1  Oh,  that's  all  right.  The  Prince  needn't 
be  anxious  about  them.' 
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'  You  will  have  to  be  careful — very  careful, 
Parker.  You  are  aware  that,  in  case  of  dis- 
covery, servants  are  always  suspected — and 
searched  V 

'  We  know  all  about  that,  Prince.  The 
optician's  man  is  going  to  bring  home  the 
Prince's  pince-nez  at  half-past  seven.' 

'  I  comprehend.  And  you  will  not  take 
them  before  he  comes?' 

4  Not  much  before.  We  shall  wait  till 
dinner  is  served.' 

'  You  have  arranged  it  all  very  admirably 
so  far  as  your  part  of  the  business  is  con- 
cerned,' said  Zassoulich.  '  Now,  Parker,  you 
can  leave  me  and  go  to  settle  the  dog.  I  will 
wait  here  till  you  come  back.  Give  me  the 
cigarettes.' 

Parker  led  the  old  man  to  a  chair  with  a 
smile  of  satisfaction  at  his  helplessness — 
Zassoulich  had  been  growing  more  and 
more    feeble    and    uncertain     in    his     move- 
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ments  lately  —  placed  cigarettes  and  vestas 
to  his  hand  on  the  table  beside  the 
chair,  and  left  him  comfortably  smoking. 
Zassoulich  mentally  counted  twenty  slowly ; 
then  he  took  the  cigarette  from  his  lips  and 
listened  intently  while  he  counted  a  hundred 
at  the  same  deliberate  pace.  Then  he  said 
softly,  'Parker!'  and,  receiving  no  answer, 
rose,  laid  his  cigarette  on  the  table,  and 
walked  to  the  door.  If  anyone  had  been 
there  he  would  have  been  told  that  Parker 
had  gone  downstairs. 

He  felt  his  way  along  the  corridor  till  he 
came  to  the  carved  head  at  the  top  of  the 
landing.  He  paused  again,  and  called 
'  Parker  !'  in  the  tone  of  one  who  had  strayed 
and  lost  his  way.  JSTo  one  answered  ;  the 
only  sound  was  a  distant  buzz  of  voices 
below,  broken  occasionally  by  a  laugh. 

Now,  counting  his  paces,  and  keeping  his 
hands    upon    the    wall,    he     penetrated     the 
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further  corridor.  He  felt  a  door  ;  eight 
paces  from  that  he  came  to  another.  Here 
he  again  called  'Parker!'  and,  getting  no 
response,  pushed  open  the  door  and  entered 
the  Major's  bedroom.  '  Is  anyone  here  ?  I 
have  lost  my  way,'  he  said,  pausing. 

Reassured  by  the  complete  silence,  he 
crossed,  with  unerring  steps,  to  the  door  of 
the  room  in  which  the  safe  stood. 

•  Parker!'  again  in  that  helpless  tone.  No 
answer. 

He  crossed  to  the  safe  almost  in  a  direct 
line — so  conclusively  had  the  impression  of 
its  position  been  tixed  in  his  mind.  For  a 
moment  he  clasped  it  and  re-touched  it  with 
his  nervous  fingers,  like  a  person  recovering  a 
lost  child;  then,  quick  as  thought,  he  dropped 
down  on  his  knees  and  slipped  his  long  thin 
fingers  underneath.  There  was  the  button 
left  in  its  inactive  position,  parallel  with  the 
dnor  ;  he  turned  it  to  a  right  angle,  and,  with 
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a  few  quick  touches,  assured  himself  that  it 
was  true.  Then  he  rose  with  the  agility  of 
youth,  and  slowly  retraced  his  steps  across 
the  two  rooms  into  the  corridor  and  the  room 
he  had  left,  pausing  every  now  and  then  to 
call  Parker,  or  to  repeat  the  same  phrase,  '  I 
have  lost  my  way ;  is  anyone  here  ?'  So 
slowly  and  doubtingly  was  this  progress 
made  that  had  anyone  seen  him  at  any 
moment — save  that  when  he  dropped  down 
to  set  the  electric  alarm  on  the  sa'e — his 
object  and  purpose  would  not  have  been  sus- 
pected. Once  more  in  his  room,  he  seated 
himself,  and  relit  his  cigarette. 

'  No,  Parker,'  he  said,  wagging  his  head,  as 
he  lay  back  in  his  chair,  '  you  won't  bolt 
with  the  plunder.  Mrs.  Parker  must  learn  to 
respect  old  age,  and  the  wisdom  that  grows 
out  of  long  experience.' 

i  You've  been  a  long  while,  Parker,'  he  said, 
when  his  man  returned. 
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'  Not  so  very  long,  Prince,  considering,'  re- 
plied Parker,  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  came  to  his 
master's  side,  after  closing  the  door. 

'  Is  it  done?'  asked  Zassoulich. 

'  Yes ;  the  dog's  at  the  bottom  of  the  river 
with  a  stone  round  his  neck.' 

Zassoulich  kept  Parker  close  at  his  heels  all 
day,  lest  he  should  be  tempted,  by  a  favourable 
occasion,  to  take  the  diamonds  before  the 
moment  fixed  on.  Mrs.  Parker,  with  very 
little  to  do,  walked  about  her  mistress's  room 
like  a  caged  beast  before  feeding-time. 

'  On  this  happy  occasion,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Caldecott,'  said  Zassoulich,  in  his  most  cour- 
teous tones,  when  he  was  walking  beside  his 
hostess  after  lunch — '  on  this  occasion  I  cannot 
deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  sitting  with  your 
guests  at  the  same  table.' 

'  That's  the  handsomest  compliment  that 
has  been  paid  me  to-day.'  said  Mrs.  Calde- 
cott,  and  she  ordered    that   the  seat  on    her 
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right  hand  should  be  reserved  for  the 
Prince. 

1  Does  the  Prince  want  me  to  wait  upon 
him  at  table  ?'  asked  Parker,  in  a  tone  of 
chagrin,  when  he  found  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  his  master  privately. 

'  No  ;  my  grand-daughter  will  attend  to  my 
wants.  You  will  leave  me  as  soon  as  the 
soup  is  served.  I  will  tell  you  at  the  right 
moment/ 

Dinner  was  served  at  seven  sharp.  The 
long  table  was  crowded.  The  Major  was 
radiant. 

'  You  can  go,  Parker,'  said  Zassoulich,  and, 
turning  to  his  hostess,  he  added,  'I  wish  to 
hear  only  your  voice  and  my  grand-daughter's, 
and  forget  that  I  am  blind.' 

The  old  man  had  quite  a  great  deal  to  say, 
and  turned  a  neat  answer  to  every  question, 
dropping  in  a  profound  observation  here  and 
there,    to    give    the    conversation    a    proper 
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amount  of  light  and  shade.  Nevertheless,  his 
thoughts  were  following  Parker,  and  his  ear 
was  strained  to  catch  the  first  jingle  of  the 
alarm. 

The  Major  had  just  let  off  his  favourite 
witticism,  and  the  laugh  he  led  was  still 
rippling  round  the  table,  when  Zassoulich 
started  to  his  feet  with  raised  finger,  and 
cried : 

'  Major  Caldecott,  do  you  hear  that  ?' 

His  commanding  figure  and  attitude,  his 
strident  tone,  stilled  every  voice  in  an  instant; 
then,  plainly  enough,  the  sound  of  the  alarm 
was  heard  jingling  from  the  wall  behind  a 
picture. 

1  Ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling 
a-ling  a-ling,'  the  bell  sounded,  and  everyone 
sat  as  if  petrified  in  wondering  astonishment. 

'  Excuse  me,'  gasped  the  Major,  rising  from 
his  seat  ;  and,  leaving  the  room  quickly,  his 
step  was  heard  running  along  the  passage. 
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1  Ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling  a-ling 
a-ling,'  the  bell  continued. 

'  What  is  it  ?'  asked  a  dozen  hushed  voices. 

'  Someone  has  broken  open  our  host's  safe : 
the  safe  where  his  diamonds  are  kept/  said 
Zassoulich,  in  his  tone  of  military  authority. 
'  Lock  the  doors ;  let  no  one  leave  the  house.' 

There  was  a  cry  of  terror  on  the  part  of  the 
women ;  the  men  rushed  off  to  render  assist- 
ance to  the  Major. 

1  Oh,  it  must  be  a  mistake!'  cried  Mrs.  Cal- 
decott,  ever  ready  to  find  a  bright  side  to  the 
worst  of  disasters.  '  That  bell's  always  ring- 
ing for  nothing.  I  do  wish,  though,  that  Mr. 
David  McAllister  had  not  induced  my  husband 
to  put  it  up.' 

1  So  will  Mr.  David  McAllister,'  said  Zas- 
soulich  to  himself. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Outside  the  dining-room  two  or  three  ser- 
vants were  occupied  at  a  sideboard  with  the 
service  for  the  next  course.  The  Major 
dashed  past  them  and  upstairs.  There  was 
not  a  soul  visible  upon  the  stairs,  the  land- 
ing, or  in  the  corridor.  The  bell  was  still 
jingling  as  he  passed  through  his  bedroom. 
On  the  threshold  of  the  open  door  he  stood 
for  a  moment  aghast.  The  door  of  his  safe 
was  wide  open  :  the  box  in  which  the  dia- 
monds were  kept  lay  on  the  floor  end  upwards, 
showing  the  compartment  within — empty. 

Instinctively  he  whipped  the  revolver  from 
the  wall,  and    looked    round   with  the   fierce 
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hope  of  finding  the  enemy  still  there.  The 
room  was  empty.  He  strode  into  the  adjoin- 
ing bedroom  and  made  a  hasty  search  ;  then, 
hearing  a  movement  in  the  corridor,  he  sprang 
to  the  door,  to  find  only  his  guests  trooping 
up  with  expectancy  in  their  faces. 

c  They  are  gone — my  diamonds — my  for- 
tune !  All — all  !'  exclaimed  the  Major,  in 
a  tone  rendered  more  piteous  by  contrast  with 
his  ordinary  sturdy  fortitude.  ;  Ruined  !'  he 
added  in  despair,  as  he  looked  round  the 
empty  bedroom  and  sank  in  a  chair,  overcome 
by  the  sense  of  his  loss. 

'  My  dear  Major!'  said  the  Right  Hon.,  in  a 
voice  of  expostulation. 

'  My  wife — Evelyn — it's  their  fortune — all 
I  had  to  give  them — gone !' 

'  It  cannot  be  gone  ;  there  has  not  been 
time  for  the  thief  to  escape.  Before  he  could 
have  got  down  the  grand  stairs  you  were 
upon  them/ 
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1  But  the  servants'  staircase  ?' 

'  Lesley  is  guarding  that  ;  I  sent  him  there 
the  moment  I  understood  what  had  happened.' 

'  Then  the  thief  is  still  in  the  house!'  cried 
the  Major,  springing  to  his  feet. 

'  Undoubtedly.' 

At  that  moment  one  of  the  men  who  had 
gone  into  the  inner  room  announced  that  all 
the  diamonds  were  not  stolen ;  he  had  put  his 
foot  on  one  in  crossing  to  the  empty  safe. 

Then,  as  a  second,  third  and  fourth  diamond 
was  found  by  the  party  now  eagerly  exploring 
the  floor,  it  became  evident  that  the  thief, 
alarmed  by  the  bell  in  the  next  room,  had 
dropped  the  box  in  his  fear  of  apprehen- 
sion. The  Right  Hon.  was  the  only  man 
who  did  not  bend  his  knee  in  the  search. 

'  How  many  stones  were  there  ?'  he  asked. 

4  Twenty-one  and  the  large  one.' 

1  Has  the  large  one  been  found  ?' 

'Not  yet.' 

vol.  1.  16 
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The  Right  Hon.  went  down  to  Lesley,  who, 
with  Betterton,  was  guarding  the  foot  of  the 
servants'  staircase,  and  sent  him  off  to  find 
the  local  policeman  ;  he  himself  stayed  keep- 
ing Lord  George  company. 

Presently  Mrs.  Parker  came  down,  and 
would  have  passed  by,  but  the  Right  Hon. 
stopped  her. 

'  I  must  trouble  you  to  go  upstairs  for  a 
little  while,'  he  said,  with  firm  civility ;  '  for 
the  present  no  one  can  be  allowed  to  circulate 
in  the  house.' 

Mrs.  Parker,  with  her  lips  and  thin  nostrils 
more  tightly  compressed  than  ever,  replied  by 
a  stiff  bow,  and  returned  the  way  she  came. 

'  That  woman  or  her  husband  will  try  the 
other  staircase,'  said  the  Right  Hon.  to  his 
companion.  '  If  you  know  your  way  through 
the  kitchen,  go  and  stop  her.  Her  husband 
is  the  man  you  have  seen  attending  the 
Russian,  Zassoulich.' 
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Betterton  started  off  with  the  delight  of  a 
reserve  ordered  into  action,  and  reached  the 
foot  of  the  grand  staircase  just  in  time  to 
meet  Mrs.  Parker  coming  briskly  down. 

'  I  must  trouble  you  to  go  upstairs  again/ 
he  said,  in  the  Right  Hon.'s  measured  tones. 
i  For  the  present  no  one  can  be  allowed  to 
circulate  in  the  house.' 

If  Mrs.  Parker  could  have  knocked  him 
down  with  a  glance  Lord  George  would  cer- 
tainly have  been  floored.  But  the  vindictive 
look  in  her  eyes  only  served  to  sharpen  his 
wits,  and  glancing  up  quickly,  he  had  the 
satisfaction  of  catching  a  glimpse  of  Parker 
looking  down  from  the  landing  above. 

1  By  Jupiter  !  they're  in  it,'  he  said  to  him- 
self ;  and,  anxious  to  impart  his  conviction  to 
the  Right  Hon.,  he  beckoned  the  gentleman 
posted  at  the  outer  door,  communicated  his 
belief,  and,  with  strong  injunctions  to  him  to 
let  neither  Parker  nor  his  wife  pass,  left  him 
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to  guard  the  stairs,  and  returned  to  the 
Right  Hon. 

'  We  may  discover  shortly  why  she  was  so 
anxious  to  pass  the  barrier,'  said  the  Right 
Hon.,  when  he  had  heard  Betterton's  informa- 
tion. 

They  had  not  long  to  wait.  About  ten 
minutes  later  there  was  a  ring  at  the  servants' 
bell. 

'  That  is  Lesley  with  the  policeman.  I  will 
let  him  in.     Stay  here,'  said  the  Right  Hon. 

He  opened  the  door.  An  elderly  man  in 
an  Inverness  cape  stood  outside. 

1  I've  come  from  Mr.  Evans,  of  Reading, 
with  Prince  Zassoulich's  glasses,'  he  said, 
presenting  a  small  parcel.  '  There's  half  a 
crown  to  pa}%' 

1 T  dare  say  you  wish  to  see  the  Prince's 
man,  Mr.  Parker.  Come  in  and  wait  until 
he  is  disengaged.' 

Servants  wear  tail  coats  and  white  ties,  so 
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it  was  not  the  Right  Hon.'s  evening  dress 
which  alarmed  the  man  ;  it  was  his  voice  and 
delivery  that  betrayed  the  Minister. 

With  a  hasty  excuse,  the  man  quietly,  but 
quickly,  withdrew. 

Had  the  Right  Hon.  felt  himself  as  strong 
physically  as  he  was  mentally,  he  would  have 
seized  that  man  and  compelled  him  to  wait 
till  Lesley  returned  with  the  policeman  ;  but, 
like  most  intellectual  men,  he  dreaded  per- 
sonal encounter,  and  suffered  the  confederate 
to  escape.  Lesley  returned  with  the  constable 
five  minutes  too  late. 

Meanwhile  the  search  upstairs  went  along 
merrily.  The  ladies  helped,  the  excitement 
growing  as  another  treasure  was  discovered, 
a  chorus  of  joyful  cries  announcing  each  fresh 
find.  At  last,  when  a  systematic  investiga- 
tion of  every  nook  and  corner  had  been  made, 
it  was  announced  that  twenty-one  diamonds 
were  discovered — the  complete  set  except  one. 
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That  one,  unfortunately,  happened  to  be  the 
great  crystal,  worth  double  all  the  rest.  Then 
it  became  evident  that  the  thief  had  secured 
that,  and  possibly  scattered  the  remainder 
purposely  to  gain  time  for  escape. 

During  this  time  some  of  the  orentlemen 
with  the  intelligent  constable  had  closely  ex- 
amined every  hiding-place  in  the  house,  from 
cock-loft  to  cellar,  with  a  view  to  capturing 
the  thief  The  result  was  fruitless.  Only  the 
faintest  hope  existed  of  its  being  otherwise  ; 
for  the  false  key  left  in  the  lock  of  the  safe 
was  to  most  persons  conclusive  evidence  that 
the  robbery  had  been  committed  by  someone 
residing  in  the  house  who  had  found  means 
to  take  an  impression  of  the  lock. 

Zassoulich  and  Olga  alone  remained  in 
the  dining-room,  when  the  ladies,  overcoming 
their  dread  of  robbers,  had  gone  upstairs  to 
satisfy  their  curiosity.  Both  were  quite 
silent.     At  the  first  announcement  of  a  theft 
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Olga's  heart  had  almost  ceased  to  beat  as  the 
terrible  suspicion  flashed  upon  her  mind  that 
her  grandfather  was  concerned  in  it.  That 
he  was  seated  at  the  table  when  the  alarm  was 
rung,  and  that  he  himself  indicated  the  pre- 
cautions to  be  taken  to  prevent  the  thief's 
escape,  rather  strengthened  than  diminished 
her  apprehensions.     She  knew  him. 

'  Grandfather,'  she  asked,  murmuring  low 
in  Russian,  '  who  has  done  this  ?' 

'  Don't  ask  foolish  questions/  he  replied,  in 
the  same  tongue.  '  Remember  your  father's 
folly  cost  us  a  fortune  and  sent  us  to  Siberia. 
Be  wiser,  or  prepare  for  worse.' 

Presently  he  told  her  to  take  him  to  his 
room.  At  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  the  young 
fellow  left  to  guard  them  (he  had  arrived  late, 
and  barely  seen  either  Zassoulich  or  Olga) 
said  : 

'  Very  unfortunate  affair.' 

'  Indeed,  indeed,'  Olga  replied. 
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She  would  have  passed  on,  feeling  at  that 
moment  that  all  must  see  in  her  face  evidence 
of  her  grandfather's  guilt,  but  her  grandfather 
detained  her. 

'  Has  the  thief  been  found  yet  ?'  he  asked. 

'  Not  yet.'  The  young  fellow,  big  with 
the  importance  of  exclusive  knowledge, 
lowered  his  voice  to  a  confidential  manner  as 
he  added  :  '  But  they're  not  far  off.  Ser- 
vants, as  usual — a  couple.  One  tried  to  slip 
downstairs  just  now.  A  woman  about  thirty 
with  a  hatchet  face.     Perhaps  you  know  her  ?' 

Olga  shook  her  head,  sickening  with  the 
conviction  that  Mrs.  Parker,  her  own  servant, 
was  indicated. 

'  Lord  Betterton  just  hurried  round  in  time 
to  stop  her  here,  after  turning  her  back  at  the 
other  staircase.  And,  what  is  more  conclu- 
sive, he  caught  sight  of  her  husband  looking 
down  to  see  if  she  had  managed  to  run  the 
blockade.' 
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'  Infamous  wretches  !'  exclaimed  Zassou- 
lich.     '  I  hope  they  will  be  searched.' 

Olga  left  the  old  man  at  his  door,  and 
forced  herself  to  join  a  knot  of  ladies  near  the 
landing. 

'  Bungler  !'  muttered  Zassoulich,  as  Parker 
closed  the  room  door  and  took  his  arm  to 
lead  him  to  a  seat.  '  Were  not  you  told  that 
an  alarm  was  fitted  on  ?  Had  not  you  the 
sense  to  cut  the  wires  ?' 

'  There  were  none  to  cut.    I  looked  for  'em.' 

'  You  are  as  big  a  fool  as  your  wife.  That's 
a  good  deal  to  say  for  you,  too.  You  know 
that  she  is  suspected  already  of  trying  to 
dodge  Lord  Betterton — first  on  one  stair,  then 
on  the  other?' 

'  Ah,  he  knows  that.' 

'  He — everybody  knows  it.  And  you  were 
seen  too.  A  pretty  pair  to  be  entrusted  with 
such  a  delicate  business  as  this.' 

'  Curse  her  !     I  said  she'd  ruin  us.' 
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'  That's  why  you  gave  her  the  thing  to  take 
care  of.' 

'  I've  got  it  back,  though,'  Parker  muttered 
between  his  teeth. 

I  Thinking  you  could  succeed  when  she 
failed.  Ugh  !  I  can  feel  the  air  from  the 
window  you  have  opened.  Shut  it.  You 
can't  drop  from  this  height,  Parker.  It's  too 
high  to  drop.  The  Major  is  armed,  and  never 
misses  when  he  aims  ;  you  couldn't  cross  the 
lawn  without  being-  seen.' 

Parker  looked  askant  at  the  old  man,  who 
rightly  divined  the  very  reflections  that  had 
occurred  to  him  as  he  gauged  the  possibility 
of  escape  only  a  few  minutes  before. 

I I  know  you  do  not  wish  to  let  the  thing- 
go  out  of  your  hand/  the  old  man  continued, 
in  a  low  tone  which  was  perfectly  inaudible 
beyond  the  door.  '  Though  it  is  safer,  so  far 
as  that  other  party  is  concerned,  in  my  hands 
than  it  is  in  yours,  as   you  know  ;  but  you 
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will  have  to  give  it  to  me.  In  a  very  short 
time  you  will  be  searched.  The  thing  is  too 
big  to  swallow.  If  it  is  found  on  you  nothing 
can  save  you.  You  will  be  ruined  for  life. 
Keep  it  till  the  last  moment  ;  but  when  the 
last  moment  comes  pass  it  on  to  me.' 

'  Ah,  well,  it's  gone,  and  there's  an  end  of 
it,'  exclaimed  the  Major,  in  a  tone  of  resigna- 
tion, when  the  search  came  to  an  end. 

'  Precisely  my  way  of  looking  at  it,  dear,' 
said  Mrs.  Caldecott  cheerfully.  '  There's  an 
end  of  it,  and  now  we  can  begin  again  as  if 
the  incident  had  not  occurred.  I  only  hope,' 
she  added,  turning  to  her  guests,  '  that  the 
thief  has  not  taken  any  of  your  appetites  as 
well  as  our  property.  Come,  let  us  take  a 
little  turn  in  the  garden  while  the  servants 
rearrange  the  table.  You'll  see  about  that, 
Harry,  won't  you  ?' 

The  Major  promised,  and  would  gladly  have 
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carried  out  the  idea  ;  but,  as  the  ladies  left, 
the  Right  Hon.  took  his  arm  and  said  quietly  : 

1  Not  yet,  Major.' 

'  My  dear  sir,  haven't  we  searched  every 
corner  of  the  room  ?     What  else  can  we  do  ?' 

'  Examine  the  servants.  There  is  strong 
reason  to  believe  that  one  of  them  has  the  lost 
diamond.' 

The  Major  laughed  derisively. 

*  Why,  my  servants '  he  began. 

The  Right  Hon.  interrupted  : 

'  I  do  not  say  whose  servant  is  to  be  sus- 
pected ;  but,  in  justice  to  the  innocent,  you 
must  take  what  means  are  possible  for  dis- 
covering which  is  guilty.' 

There  were  not  two  opinions  as  to  the  ad- 
visability of  this  course. 

1  Well,  gentlemen,'  said  the  Major  ruefully, 
1  if  it's  the  unanimous  wish  it  shall  be  done  ; 
but  how  it's  to  be  done  I  don't,  for  the  life  of 
me,  see.' 
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'  We  will  go  down  into  the  library,'  sug- 
gested the  Right  Hon.  '  The  constable  need 
not  be  introduced  until  he  is  wanted.  Send 
for  every  servant  in  the  house.  Tell  them 
your  diamond  is  gone — no  sign  of  any  burglar 
to  be  found — and  ask  them  if  they  would 
like  to  prove  themselves  innocent  of  the  theft 
by  voluntarily  submitting  to  be  searched. 
Not  one  will  object  to  prove  his  innocence. 
The  objection  will  come  from  the  thief,  and 
that  one  must  be  searched  on  compulsion.' 

'  Well,  if  it  must  be' — the  Major  lifted  his 
eyebrows  and  passed  his  fingers  up  through 
his  hair.  '  Hang  me  if  I  should  like  it  were 
I  a  servant  !     Better  get  it  over  at  once,  eh  V 

Soon  after  this  there  was  a  rap  at  the  door 
of  Zassoulich's  room. 

'  Open  the  door,  Parker,'  said  Zassoulich, 
and  as  the  man  passed  him  he  murmured, 
'  They  have  come  for  you.' 

The  Right  Hon.  and  Lord  George  entered 
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the  room.  It  seemed  to  Parker  that  Ivan 
Zassoulich  had  supernatural  power. 

In  a  few  words  the  Eight  Hon.  told  Zassou- 
lich the  result  of  the  search,  and  then  said  : 

'  I  am  instructed  by  Major  Caldecott  to  ask 
if  you  will  permit  your  servant  to  go  down 
into  the  library  for  a  few  minutes.' 

4  Certainly  I  will.  Parker,  follow  the 
gentlemen  downstairs.' 

'  Would  you  like  to  come  down  V  Betterton 
asked. 

1  Thank  you,  no.  But  if  you  will  be  good 
enough  to  send  my  grand-daughter  to  me  I 
shall  thank  you ;  and,  Parker,  before  you  go, 
give  me  my  silk  handkerchief.  I  think  I  left 
it  in  the  next  room.' 

Parker  fetched  the  handkerchief  from  the 
next  room  and  presented  it  to  his  master  ; 
then,  with  a  respectful  bow,  he  turned  and 
followed  the  Right  Hon.  and  Lord  George. 

Ivan   Zassoulich   passed   the   silk    handker- 
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chief  over  his  face  carefully,  as  though  a  dozen 
watching  eyes  were  upon  him,  and  rested  his 
elbow  on  the  arm  of  the  chair,  the  soft  hand- 
kerchief in  the  palm  of  his  hand  against  his 
mouth. 

1 1  knew  you  would  come  to  me,'  he  whis- 
pered rapturously.  '  I  knew  that  so  much 
patient  love  and  thought  could  not  be  unre- 
warded. And  you  have  come  to  me,  my 
treasure,  my  heart's  delight;'  and  he  kissed  the 
big  diamond  through  the  folds  of  the  silk  in 
which  Parker  had  deposited  it. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Parker  was  the  last  servant  to  enter  the 
library.  The  Major  sat  at  his  writing-table 
with  the  gentlemen  on  each  side  of  him  at  the 
lower  end.  The  servants  stood  opposite  at 
the  upper  end — the  men  on  one  side  ;  the 
women  on  the  other.  Parker  and  his  wife 
exchanged  glances,  necessarily  rapid  and  in 
consequence  unintelligible.  Mrs.  Parker's  face 
was  cadaverous,  rigid,  and  death-like  as  a  wax 
mask. 

The  Major  rose  as  Dunbar  and  Betterton 
came  to  his  side,  and,  with  as  much  firmness 
as  his  dislike  to  the  proceeding  allowed, 
explained   the  position   of  affairs,  and   called 
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upon   the    servants    to  submit  to    a    personal 
examination. 

'  Now,  you  know,'  he  said,  in  conclusion, 
'  I  don't  suppose  any  of  you  will  object ;  but, 
in  case  there  may  be  any  question  upon  that 
point,  I  think  we  had  better  have  a  show  of 
hands.     Now,  all  those ' 

'  Allow  me  to  ask  one  question,  Mr.  Calde 
cott,'  said  Mrs.  Parker,  stepping  forward 
1  What  right  have  you  to  search  us  ?' 

1  Without  a  search  warrant  I  have  possibly 
no  right  at  all  ;  but ' 

'  Pardon  me  for  interrupting,'  said  the  Right 
Hon.,  rising.  '  The  offer  is  made,'  he  added, 
addressing  Mrs.  Parker,  '  that  you  may  have 
the  opportunity  of  proving  your  innocence 
without  official  inquiry.' 

'  What  right  have  you  to  suppose  that  we 
are  guilty  ?'  asked  Mrs.  Parker  sharply. 
•    '  We  don't  suppose  it,'  said  the  Major. 

'  Excuse  me,  sir,  for  contradicting  you,  but 

VOL.    I.  17 
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you  do.  From  the  first  we  have  been  con- 
fined to  one  part  of  the  house  for  that  reason. 
And  I  ask  again,  why  are  we  suspected  ?' 

The  Major  glanced  uneasily  at  the  Right 
Hon.,  who  at  once  replied  : 

1  Suspicion  must  necessarily  fall  upon  you 
in  the  absence  of  any  other  possible  thief.' 

'  That  is  not  true,  sir.  Supposing  one  of 
your  servants,  Mr.  Caldecott,  or  one  of  }Tour 
visitors'  servants,  found  means  to  open  your 
safe,  it  does  not  follow  that  the  diamond  has 
been  taken  by  us.  Every  lady  and  gentleman 
in  the  house  has  been  engaged  in  looking  for 
the  stones — everybody  except  the  servants. 
How  do  you  know  whether  the  great  diamond 
has  been  found  or  not — whether  it  has  not 
been  picked  up  and  secreted  by  one  of  you  ? 
You  may  smile,  but  such  a  thing  is  not  im- 
possible. There  are  dishonest  masters  as  well 
as  dishonest  servants.  I  have  nothing  to  fear, 
or  I  shouldn't    be    fool    enough  to  open  my 
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mouth;  but  I  speak  in  behalf  of  my  fellow- 
servants,  who  may  not  feel  so  free.  The  loss 
of  character  means  ruin  to  us ;  and  which  of 
yon  gentlemen  would  engage  a  servant  who 
had  to  confess  he'd  been  examined  on  sus- 
picion of  theft  ?  For  my  part  I  object  to  be 
searched,  and  I  advise  all  the  rest  to  do  as  I 
do.' 

With  a  slight  jerk  of  the  head  she  drew  back. 

4  Well,  what  is  the  general  opinion  V  asked 
the  Major,  in  helpless  perplexity. 

The  terrible  searching  eye  of  the  Right  PI  on. 
was  upon  Parker,  who,  taking  his  regard  as  a 
challenge,  replied  : 

i  I  should  like  to  say,  gentlemen,  that  I  don't 
see  the  matter  in  the  same  light  as  my  wife. 
I  have  no  objection  to  being  searched.' 

The  Right  Hon.  was  now  morally  convinced 
that  Zassoulich  was  a  confederate,  and  that 
Parker  had  passed  the  diamond  on  to  him. 
He  had  observed  a  look  of  vexation   in  the 

17—2 
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man's  face  as  his  wife,  probably  believing  that 
the  plunder  was  in  his  possession,  had  raised 
an  objection  to  the  search,  which  would  have 
cleared  them  and  put  an  end  to  further  investi- 
gation. 

'  Now,  how  about  the  rest  of  }tou  ?'  asked 
the  Major,  appealing  to  all. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Caldecott,  but  I 
should  like  to  sajT  a  few7  words,'  said  the 
gardener — a  shining  light  among  the  Wes- 
leyans  of  the  village,  and  proud  of  his  gifts. 
'  What  Mrs.  Parker  has  said  is  to  the  p'int 
and  purpose.  Loss  of  character  is  ruin  to  the 
servants,  who  are  not  in  the  same  position  as 
masters.' 

The  Right  Hon.  smiled  as  the  gardener, 
encouraged  to  speak  plain  truths,  went  on  : 

1  You  have  said,  sir,  that  the  lost  property 
represents  a  large  part  of  your  fortune  ;  con- 
sequently, having  lost  it,  we  may  expect  you 
to  reduce  your  establishment,  and  your  ser- 
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vants  seeking  new  places  must  state  the  reason 
why,  and  admit  to  having  been  under  this  here 
suspicion  ;  but,  as  Mrs.  Parker  has  p'inted  out, 
masters  can  be  dishonest  as  well  as  servants, 
and  this  here  new  disease,  klepto — something 
or  other  —  seems  to  be  mighty  prevalent 
among  the  higher  classes  ;  therefore,  sir,  if  a 
search  is  to  be  made,  I  think  it  ought  in  fair- 
ness to  include  masters  as  well  as  servants, 
and  seeing  that  most  of  the  gentlemen  present 
have  been  handling  diamonds  for  the  last  hour, 
while  we've  been  kept,  as  I  may  say,  prisoners, 
1  do  humbly  suggest  that  the  gentlemen 
should  be  searched  first.  After  which  I  don't 
see  as  we  can  have  any  objection  to  uitder- 
going  a  similar  operation.  Excuse  me,  gentle- 
men, for  being  so  straightforrard.' 

'  Perfectly  just,  perfectly  logical,'  said  the 
Right  Hon.  in  a  low  tone. 

1  Nonsense  !'  the  Major  exclaimed ;  '  it's 
simply  the  reductio  ad  absurdum  of  reasoning.' 
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'  Treat  it  as  a  jest  by  all  means,'  whispered 
the  Right  Hon. — '  it  is  the  very  best  means  of 
escape  from  a  position  which  might  otherwise 
appear  ignominious  ;  but  accede  to  the  pro- 
posal at  once.' 

'  Never  !'  exclaimed  the  Major  sturdily,  as 
he  rose  from  his   chair  and  turned  from  the 

table.     '  D it  all,  sir,  do  you  think  this 

fustian  of  equality  will  lead  me  to  outrage 
the  laws  of  hospitality  and  offer  insults  to  the 
guests  under  my  roof  ?  No — not  for  all  the 
diamonds  in  existence.' 

'  But  if  the  majority  of  your  friends  desire 
— if  they  do  more  than  that — insist  on  this 
examination  ?' 

'  They  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort  if  they 
have  any  sense  in  their  heads.' 

'  That  remains  to  be  seen.  Gentlemen,'  he 
continued,  still  in  the  same  unemotional,  low 
voice,  addressing  the  knot  of  men  who  had 
followed  him  and  the  Major  through  the  open 
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window  on  to  the  terrace,  '  I  am  not  one  to 
make  a  grave  charge  lightly.  I  tell  you,  with 
a  firm  conviction  which  nothing  can  shake, 
that  the  lost  diamond  will  be  found,  not  upon 
any  of  the  servants,  but  on  one  of  the  guests. 
I  make  this  charge  openly  ;  your  common 
honour  compels  you  to  demand  a  complete  and 
immediate  investigation.' 

A  unanimous  consent  was  given  by  the 
murmuring  voices  of  those  who  heard  him. 

'  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it,'  said  the 
Major,  plunging  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

'  That  is  advisable.  With  your  permission, 
I  will  take  the  whole  responsibility  of  this 
course  upon  myself.' 

At  this  moment  Zassoulich  and  his  grand- 
daughter came  into  sight.  The  old  man 
walked  with  his  customary  slow,  military 
gait,  his  shoulders  thrown  back,  his  head 
erect.  One  hand  was  thrust  in  the  breast  of  his 
closely  buttoned  frock-coat  ;    the  other  rested 


264  THE  SIN  OF 

on  Olga's  arm.  He  was  speaking,  and  that 
enabled  Olga  to  bend  her  head  in  a  listening 
attitude.  She  felt  that  the  colour  had  gone 
from  her  lips,  and  that  her  face  was  deadly 
white.  Horror  of  her  present  position,  terror 
of  something  worse  yet  to  come,  seemed  to 
freeze  the  blood  in  her  veins. 

'  At  least  you  will  spare  that  old  man  this 
ordeal,'  the  Major  said  quickly,  as,  raising 
his  head,  his  eyes  fell  on  what  was  to  him  a 
touching  picture  of  nobility  and  innocence. 
'  He  was  at  the  table  when  the  alarm  rang. 
He  has  not  been  near  the  room.  He  is 
blind !' 

'  Yes,  that  may  be  ;  but  his  servants  are 
not  blind.' 

The  Right  Hon.  stepped  forward  to  meet 
Zassoulich,  and,  as  briefly  as  possible,  told 
him  what  the  majority  of  guests  had  decided 
upon.  Only  Olga  cowered  ;  the  old  man 
listened  with  inflexible  calmness. 
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'  Am  I  to  understand  that  you  are  serious  ?' 
he  asked  when  the  Right  Hon.  ceased  to 
speak. 

'  Quite.' 

'  You  are  not  my  host.      Where  is  he?' 

'  Here,'  said  the  Major,  stepping  forward. 
'And  I  cannot  tell  you  how  deeply  grieved ' 

'  A  soldier  and  a  man  of  honour  should 
have  nothing  to  regret.  Is  it  with  your 
sanction  that  this  shame  is  put  upon  your 
guests  ?' 

'  I  alone  am  reponsible  for  a  course  taken 
on  behalf  of  those  who  also  are  guests,'  said 
the  Right.  Hon. 

1  Major  Caldecott  is  fortunate  in  finding  one 
who  can  accept  such  a  base  office.  Is  it  your 
custom,  gentlemen,  to  put  yourselves  in  the 
position  of  suspected  thieves — to  prove  your 
honesty  by  shameful  degradation  \  I  could 
not  have  believed  it.  I  have  been  searched 
by  the  police  of  Moscow — then  the  safety  of 
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an  emperor's  life  was  the  excuse  ;  and  you 
have  cried  shame  upon  the  Power  that 
sanctions  such  outrage.  Here  you  put  a  like 
indignity  upon  your  friends  when  a  mere 
bauble  is  lost.' 

'  Of  course  you  are  not  compelled '  the 

Right  Hon.  began. 

1  Stop,  sir  !'  Zassoulich  exclaimed,  throw- 
ing up  his  left  hand,  at  the  same  time 
drawing  the  other  from  his  breast,  and 
clutching  Olga's  hand  with  passionate  anger 
in  his  face.  '  I  will  not  give  you  that  pretext 
to  slander  me  when  I  am  gone.  I  know  you. 
I  read  your  character  long  ago.  You  have 
said  to  your  son,  "  Beware  of  that  Russian 
and  his  grand-daughter.  We  know  nothing 
about  them.  Go  away  tor  a  few  weeks,  lest 
you  fall  a  victim  to  their  snares."  You  have 
said  this  ;  deny  it  if  you  dare.  And  you, 
who  would  blot  the  character  of  this  innocent 
child  upon  the  strength  of  a  canard — a  report 
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whispered    behind    the    back    of    a    hand    in 
the    corner  of  an    embassy — have    doubtless 
jumped    eagerly    at   this   opportunity  of  put- 
ting   us    to    public    shame    for    the    better 
protection    of    your    son.       You    have     suc- 
ceeded, but    you    shall     not    get    your    full 
measure  of  success.     I  will  not  leave  it  open 
for    you    to    say    to  -  morrow    or    to  -  night, 
"  Ah  !  that  old  man  got  off  cheaply  ;  if  we 
had    only    stripped     him    to    the    skin     we 
should    have    found     the    diamond."       You 
shall  strip  me  to  the  skin.     The  only  mercy 
I    will    ask,   in   consideration  of    my   age,  is 
that  I  am  kept  here  no  longer  for  the  com- 
passionate to  pity.     If  anyone  will  do  me  a 
service,'  he  added,   turning   his    head   slowly 
as  if  to  face  a  friend,   "  I  ask  him  to  fetch  a 
carriage,    that    I    may    take    my    grandchild 
away   as    soon    as    this    shameful    business  is 
done.' 

'  It  shall  be  done,'  Lesley  said. 
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Zassoulich  bowed  his  acknowledgment  in 
silence  :  then  turning  towards  the  Right 
Hon.,  said,  with  biting  sarcasm,  '  I  am 
waiting  for  you  to  strip  me,  Mr.  Dunbar.' 

The  Right  Hon.,  although  considerably 
staggered  by  the  unexpected  and  direct 
blow  dealt  by  Zassoulich,  still  stuck  to  his 
conviction,  and  at  once  led  the  old  man  into 
the  smoking-room  that  adjoined  the  library. 
Then  he  called  the  constable.  '  This  gentle- 
man desires  to  be  searched,'  he  said,  and 
withdrew. 

The  Major,  more  indignant  and  more 
unhappy  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life, 
attacked  him  the  moment  he  stepped  out 
upon  the  terrace. 

'  Mr.  Dunbar,'  he  said,  in  a  voice  shaken 
with  conflicting  emotions,  '  you  have  done  me 
a  great  wrong.' 

1  You    allude '  the   Right  Hon.   began, 

in  his  cold,  formal  tone. 
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'  Oh,  I'm  not  alluding  to  anything  Zassou- 
lich  said  about  you ' 

1  Everything  that  he  said,'  observed  the 
complacent  Right  Hon.,  '  was  perfectly  true. 
Allowing  for  exaggeration,  he  divined  no 
more  than  was  actually  the  fact.' 

1  It  isn't  that.  You  have  taken  advantage 
of  the  weakness  in  my  character  to  push  this 
inquiry  beyond  the  limits  of  decency  and 
honour.' 

1  Wait  until  you  hear  the  result  of  this 
examination.' 

'  It  does  not  affect  my  conscience  whether 
Zassoulich  is  guilty  or  not  guilty.  In  either 
case,  you  have  done  me  an  irreparable  injury. 
You  have  made  me,  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life,  ashamed  of  myself,  and,  however  this 
matter  ends,  I  beg  you,  sir,  to  consider  me  no 
longer  your  friend.' 

The  Right  Hon.  accepted  this  with  a 
stiff  bow,   and    turned    away,  painfully    con- 
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scious  that  his  zeal  to  free  Lesley  from  the 
toils  of  a  designing  adventuress  had  placed 
him  in  a  very  awkward  position.  Nothing 
could  justify  him  except  success.  And  just 
then  the  constable  came  from  the  smoking- 
room  to  inform  him  that  a  complete  search 
had  ended  in  his  finding  nothing  in  the  shape 
of  a  diamond  upon  the  person  of  Zassoulich. 

Lesley  returned,  bringing  a  fly. 

Zassoulich,  coming  from  the  room,  seem- 
ingly broken  doAvn  by  the  humiliation  he 
had  been  subjected  to,  asked,  in  a  trembling 
voice  :   '  Where  is  my  grand-daughter  V 

Olga,  who  had  sat  apart,  refusing  to 
accept  consolation  or  sympathy  from  any- 
one—her hands  folded  in  her  lap,  her  head 
bent,  her  whole  aspect  the  embodiment  of 
humiliation — rose  and  joined  him. 

'  Am  I  free  to  go  V  he  asked,  raising  his 
voice,  and  by  a  movement  seeming  to  shake 
off  his  humility, 
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1  You  are  free,'  the  Right  Hon.  answered. 

'  Then  come,  my  child/  said  Zassoulich. 

The  men  made  way  and  bowed  in  silence 
as  Zassoulich,  taking  Olga's  hand,  moved 
forward. 

'  Unless,'  he  added,  stopping,  with  grand 
audacity,  in  a  voice  of  fierce  wrath,  '  unless 
it  is  your  custom  to  submit  young  women 
as  well  as  old  men  to  the  hands  of  your 
police.' 

At  that  very  moment  Olga  had  the  diamond 
in  her  hand ! 


END  of   vol.   1. 
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GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OF  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN   HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.         |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

FLIP.  '    I         MARUJA.   |_A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE   SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  8vo  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 


BRILLAT-SAVARIN.-GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Translated_by_R;_E1_ANDERSON,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bountL^s. 

BRYDGES.— UNCUS  SAM  AT  HOME.     By  Harold  Brydges.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. . 

BUCHANAN'S    (ROBERT)    WORKS.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalziel. 
THE   EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath.  _ 

THE  CITY  OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE   OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind, 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  feg. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

LOVE   ME   FOR  EYER.     Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE  NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE. MINE.     Front. 
THE   HEIR  OF  LINNE.  


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.    Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Illus- 
trations by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 
With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper 


BURTO!T(CAPTAIN).-THE   BOOK    OF    THE    SWORD :   Being  a 

History  ot  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in   all   Countries,  trom  the  Earliest  Times      By 
Richard  F.  Burton.     With  over  400  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra.  S2s. 


BURTON  (ROBERT).  a.-.        . .         ,   .  . .. 

THE  ANATOMY    OF    MELANCHOLY:    A  New  Edition,  with  translations    of  the 

Classical  Extracts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 
MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED    Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton  s 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     Post  Hvo, cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

PAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each 
v         post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  eacn  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

SHADOW  OF  AJJRIME.    I    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON    (COMMANDER). -THE    CRUISE   OF    THE    "BLACK 

PRINCE"  PRIYATEER.     By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.    With  Two  Illustra- 
tions by  P.  Macnab.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  J>s.j_post 8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

cTmeron^mits7'h:ilovett),  novels  by:      ~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each :  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
JULIET'S  GUARDIAN.  |    DECEIYERS  EYER. 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.     With   Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  Gil. 
THE    CORRESPONDENCE    OF    THOMAS    CARLYLE     AND     RALPH    WALDO 
EMERSON,  1834  to  1872.    Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.     With  Portraits. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  24s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  6d. 
CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.    Vol.  I  contains  the  Plays  complete, 
including  the  doubttul  ones.    Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and   Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.    Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  CHyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.-A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.    By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.    With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  tine  Illusts.  Large  4to  hf.-bd.,  28s. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs  H.  R.  Haweis. 

w>t-   8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.     By  Mrs.  H.   x.  Haweis.  DemvSvo.clotii  limn.  2s.  6d. 

CLARE.— FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :   A  Tale  of  Tynedale.     By 

Austin  Clare.     Po-t  8vo.  picture  boards,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1.    

CLIVE~(MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.   Po*t  8vo,  iiiust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHi  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD.-MYTHS    AND   DREAMS.      By  Edward    Clodd,  F.R.A.S. 

Second  Edition,  Revised.    Crown  ftvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

COBBAN.— THE    CURE    OF    SOULS:   A  Story.     By  J.  Maclaren 

Cobban.     Post  3vo,  illas  rated  boards,  3s.  

COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAYE  KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.   Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  Is.  6«1. 

COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).  -THE  BAR  SINISTER.     Post  8vo,  2s. 
COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.  I  TRANSMIGRATION. 
BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR.  |  YOU   PLAY  ME  FALSE.  |  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.    |    SWEET  AND  TWENTY.    1    FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  ilTusf.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     I  lustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  j.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND   SEEK.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney, 
AFTER  DARK.     With  Illustration-  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OF   HEARTS.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.    With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,and  F.  A.  Fraser 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE   MOONSTONE.     With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN   AND   WIFE.     With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR   MISS  FINCH.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR   MRS.?     With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE   NEW   MAGDALEN.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE   FROZEN   DEEP.     Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.    Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  TWO   DESTINIES. 

THE   HAUNTED   HOTEL.    Illustrated  bv  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAYES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  1  THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.       "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE  NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN 

BLIND   LOVE.      With  Preface  by  Walter  Bksant.  and  Illusts.  bv  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  {Shortlv 

A  MONOGRAPH  ON  DEAN  SWIFT,    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  [Shortfy 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


COLMAN'S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  "Broad  Grins,"  "My  Nightgown 
and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.  With  Liie  by 
G.  B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

COLQUHOUNT^EVERY    INCH   A    SOLDIER  :  A  Novel.      By  M.  J. 

Colquhoun.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:   A  Family  Handbook.     By  Catherine 
Ryan.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Gd. 

MNWAY~(MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND   DEYIL-LORE.    With  65  Illustrations.    Third  Edition.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  2Ss. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.     25  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
PINE   AND   PALM:  A  Novel.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OF  CIYILITY  Traced  to  their  Sources  and 

Restored.     Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  3s.  Gd. 

CO^^CDUTTONTrNOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Gel. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 
LEO.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ^ 


CORNWALL-POPULAR   ROMANCES   OF    THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  ;    or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.     Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  Gd. 

COTESl~TWO^IRLSl)!rA''BAMEr^y  V.  Cecil  Cotes.      With 

44.  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gel. 

CRADDOCK.-THE  PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT~SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddqck.  Post  bvo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

CRUIKSHANK'S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete  in  Two  Series  : 
The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ot 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May  hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank,  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols  ,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
1HE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gil. 

CUMMING  (C.  F. "GORDON),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
IN   THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
YIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.    With  Photogravure  Frontis.   Demy  8vq,  cl.,  7a.  Gd. 

CUSSANS.— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY;   with  Instructions  for 

Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans.  With 
408  Woodcuts,  Two  Coloured  and  Two  Plain  Plates.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6(1. 

CYPLES(W.)-HEARTSof  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl  ,3s.6d.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
f)ANIEL.-MERRIE" ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.   By  George 

Daniel.  With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

DAUDET.—  THE  EVANGELIST;  or,  Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 
Daudet.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DTvmOT^HINT^O 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.    By  F.  Davenant,  M.A.    Post  Svo.  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  ««i. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Gd.  each. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  FOR  THE   FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cuia. 
AIDS  TO   LONG   LIFE.    Crown  Svo.  2s. ;  cloth" limp,  2s.  6d. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE    POETICAL  WORKS,  including 

Psalms  I.  to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Unpublished  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.     Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  12s. 

DAWSON.— THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH:  A  NoveTot  Adventure. 
By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  Devon.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
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DE  GUERIN.-THE  JOURNAL  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.    Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.  Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.  6<l. 

DE  MAISTRE.-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.     By  Xavier  de 

Maistkk      Translated  by  Henry  Attwell,     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. . 

DE  MILLE.--A  CASTLE  IN    SPAIN.     By  James  De  Mille.    With  a 

Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DERBY  (THE).-THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF:  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomed  to  Donovan.  With  Notes  on  the  Win- 
ning Horses,  the  Men  who  trained  them.  Jockeys  who  rode  them,  and  Gentlemen  to 
whom  they  belonged  ;  also  Notices  of  the  Betting  and  Betting  Men  of  the  period,  and 
Brief  Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.   Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. 1    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I    NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS. |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.    With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. — Also  a 

Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mnvfnir  Library,  post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations 

by  C  A.  Vanderhoqf.  Alfred  Kimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d, 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Reaustic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev 
E.  C   Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography 
Fifteenth  Thousand.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS   AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.     By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s.  6d. 

WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.  Hays.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5s. 

WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi- 
the- Way  Matters.     By  Eliezkr  Edwards.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

DIDEROT. -THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.    Translated,  with  Annota. 

tions,  from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,"  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.     Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4s.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY: 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

FOUR    FRENCHWOMEN:    Mademoiselle  de  Corday;   Madame  Roland;  The 

Princess  de  Lambai  le  ;  Madame  de  Genlis.  Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-roxburghe,  2s.  6d. 

DOBSON    (W.    T.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
LITERARY  FRIVOLITIES,  FANCIES,  FOLLIES,  AND  FROLICS. 
POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICITIES. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Hvo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cl-^th  limp,  2s.  6d.  each, 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  I    TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

CAUGHT  AT  LAST!  I    WHO  POISONED    HETTY  DUNCAN? 

A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  illustrations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  

DOYLE   (A.  CONAN,   Author  of  "  Micah  Clarke  "),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE   FIRM   OF  GIRDLESTONE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.    Told  by  Conan   Doyle,    Percy   Fitzgerald,    Florencs 
Marryat,  &c      Cr.  Svo,  cl.ex.,  Eight  Illusts..  6s.;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.     With  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
?ranhical  Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  ah  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  ol  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

MASSINGER'S  PLAYS.  From  Gifford's  Text.  Edit,  by  Col. Cunningham.  One  Vol. 


&OOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  Ho*  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our^ 

selves.     With  in  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AN  AMERICAN   GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsenp. 

DYERT^THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.     By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dye r,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

T7AR~LY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
"*"*       tion<=   by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.    One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S    SIR   PHILIP     COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate, 
ny  E.  K.  Pearce  udgcumbe.     With  41  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cluth  extra,  5s. 

EDWARDES  (MRSTaNNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A   POINT  OF   HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

ARCHIE   LOYELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oct. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).— WORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  yuaint,  and  Out-ot-the-Way  Matters.    By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d. 

FELICIA.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

EGgLESTONTEDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 
EMANUEL.- ON    DIAMONDS   AND    PRECIOUS    STONES :    Their 

History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  lor  ascertaining  their  Reality.    By 
Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.    With  Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

ENGLISHMAN'S  HOUSE,  THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  House;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  fid. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count  of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).    With  a  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.     With  an  Autotype.   Crown  8vo,  cloth, fis. 

EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning,  F.R. A. S.     With  70  Illusts.     Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 

FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

■*•      Bent,  A.  .VI.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Ciuvvn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

FARADAY    (MICHAEL),    WORKS    BY.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.     Edited  by  William  Crookes   F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

ON  THE  YARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.     Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY   MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WAR :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  fid. 

FENNTMANVILLE).-THE  NEW  MISTRESS:  ANo7el.   By  G.  Man- 

ville  Fenn,  Author  of  "  Double  Cunning,"  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  firt. 

FICTION.— A  CATALOGUE"OF"NEARLY_SlXT!UNDRED"WORKS 

OF    FICTION  published  by  Chatto  &  Windus,  with  a  Short  Critical  Notice  of 
each  (40  pages,  demy  8vo),  will  be  sent  free  upon  application. 

FIN-BEC.—  THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS:  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.    By  Fin-Bec     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid. 

FIREWORKS,   THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING;  or,  The  Pyro. 

technist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish,   With  267  Illustrations.   Cr,  8vo,  cl.,  5*» 


CHATTO    8c   WINDUS,   214,    PICCADILLY.  o 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    WORLD   BEHIND  THE   SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«I. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  trom  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  4to.  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Crown  8vo,  clota  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  |  NEYER   FORGOTTEN.    1  SEYENTY-FIYE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE   OF  JAMES   BOSWELL  (of  Auchinleck).    With  an  Account  ot  his  Sayings, 
Doinss,  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  VoR,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 

FLAMMARION.— URANIA  :  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 
Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  90  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE ~POEMS  :  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven.  Christ's  Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grqsart,  P.P.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  6s. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE :   A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is  ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6<1. 

FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo,  illust.  bds„  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra   3s.  6«1.  pach:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |  A  REAL  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAYE  ? 

OLYMPIA.  Post8vo.illust.bds.,  2s.  |  ESTHER'S  GLOYE.  Fcap.8vo,pict.  cover.  Is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE   LAW.    Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s. ;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  2«. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),   NOVELS  BY. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
THE   LAWTON  GIRL.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. ; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,   A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henr*  Van  Laun. 

Tnree  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  7s.  6cl.  each. 

FRENZENY.-FIFTY  YEARS  ON  THE  TRAIL:  Adventures  of  Jo^ 

Y.  Nelson,  Scout,  Guide,  and  Interpreter.     By  Harrington  O'Reilly.     With  ico 
Illustrations  by  Paul  Frenzeny.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6«1. 

FRERE.— PANDURANGllARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  WitrTPr^ 
tare  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  6il. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

FRISWELL  (HAIN).-ONE  OF  TWO :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bd"sT2s.^ 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  I  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS. 
THE  OLD  SHOWMEN   AND  THE  OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES. 

Showing  their  Name,  Pate  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.     Edited 
bv  John  Lane.     Published  Annually.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  6<1. 

HARDENING   BOOKS.      Post  8vo.  Is.  each  :  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gel.  each. 
M   A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  P'lower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAIDJTHE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.    By  Francis  G.  Heath. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edsjes.  6s. 

GARRETT.— THE   CAPEL  GIRLS  :  A  Novel.    By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra   3«.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,   THE.    Is.  Monthly.    In  addition  to  the 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  tor  which  this  Magazine  has 

so  high  a  reputation,  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban  appears  monthly. 

***  Hound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kibt  -n  stock,  8s.  6«1.  each    Cases  for  binding,  l&a, 

GENTLEMAN^S^NNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November,    n. 
The  1891  Annual  is  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  Author  of  "The  Mysteries  of  Heron 
RjKe/'  and  is  entitled.  BACK  TO  LIFE, 


BOOKS    PUBLISHED    BY 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 
and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  by  George  Cruikshank.       Square  8vo,  cloth,  Os.  Od. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  Od. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Bvo,  clotli  extra,  3s.  Od.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  each, 
ROBIN  GRAY.  |  LOYING  A  DREAM.    I    OP  HIGH  DEGREE. 
THE   FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 


THE   DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD   SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


IN  LOYE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY   FREE.      |      A  HARD  KNOT. 

HEART'S   DELIGHT.  I  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED  I    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.   S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.      In  Two  Series,  each 

complete  in  itself,  price  2s.  Od.  each. 
The  First  Series  contains:    The    Wicked  World— Pygmalion    and    Galatea- 
Charity— The  Princess— The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen— Dan'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe— Patience — 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Tury.      Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 

THE  "GILBERT  AND  SULLIYAN "  BIRTHDAY  BOOK :  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.    Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.    Royal  i6mo.  Jap,  leather,  2s.  Od. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle  and  Adventure.    With  2  Musts,  by 

Hume  Nisbet.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 
THE  FOSSICKER.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Hume  Nisbet.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

GLENNY.-A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE: 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od. 

GODWIN.— LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.     By  William  God- 
win.   Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE :   An  Encyclopaedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Od. 

GOWING.-FIVE  THOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE  :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across   Siberia.    By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.     With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.     Large  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Ns. 

GRAHAM.  — THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:   A  Story.      By   Leonard 

Graham.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

GREEKS   AND^ROMANST^fHETrFE    OF  "THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.   Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.    Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.    Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.    With  8  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  Os. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.  Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extia,  5s. ; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

JJABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  "  Helen's  Babies"),  NOVELS  BY. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each, 
BRUETOH'S  BAYOU.  J        COUNTRY  LUCK, 


CHATTO    &    WlNDUS,   214    PICCADILLY. 


HAIR,    THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   o-.svo.dTex   6*.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 


MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8s. 


HALL.-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvev,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Medium  8ro,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gel. 

HAXL!LUY7AN^DR.).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  Svo,  bds.,  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  overToo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Sis.  Gtl. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  A  Collection  of  Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4s.  Gd. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'     SACRIFICE.     By 

Lady  Duffus  Hardy.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

HARDY   (THOMAS). -UNDER    THE    GREENWOOD    TREE.       By 

Ihqmas  Hardy,  Author  of"  Far  from  the  Madding  Crowd."  Post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

HARWOOD— THE  TENTH  EARL.     By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWEIS    (MRS.    H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE   ART  OP  BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN.     With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.    With  32  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  Is. :  cloth,  Is.  6<1. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.    Demy  8vo-  cloth  limp,  3s.  Gd. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M. A.).  -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving.    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus   Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMART.-WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.    By 

Hawley  Smart.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR    OLD    HOME.      By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from   the  Author's   Note-book,    and   Illustrated   with  31 
Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |        DUST. 

SEBASTIAN   STROME.  DAVID     POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  MTHE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |      LOYE— OR  A  NAME. 

MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS.    Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

A  DREAM  AND  A  FORGETTING.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

HAYS.— WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY  :  A  Biographical  Dictionary  of  Notable 
Contemporaries.     By  Frances  Hays.     CfW"  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. 

HEATH.— MY  GARDEN  WILD,   AND   WHAT   I    GREW    THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
IVAN  DE  BIRON  :  A  Novel.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE  :  A  Novel.     By  Isaac  Henderson. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HERMAN.-A  LEADING    LADY.      By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 
of  "  The  Bishops'  Bible.''    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 


i2  books  Published  by 


MERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.     With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  G-'QSart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  lSs. 

HERTZKA.— FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodor 
Hertzka.     Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HESSE- WARTEGG.—  TUNIS  :  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 
Ernst  von  Hesse- Wartegg.     With  22  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with  Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.  Witn  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADYENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  By  One  of  the  Fra- 
ternity.     Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

HOEY.— THE  LOVER'S  CREED.     By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.     Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2». 

HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN). -NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES. -THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION:  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use   of  Speakers  and   Singers.    By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. — Another  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s. 

THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  printed  on 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkasological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     Witn  Lite   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7".  Gd. 

HOOPER.— THE    HOUSE    OF    RABY  :   A  Novel.     By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HOPKINS.— "'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"  A  Novel.     By  Tighe 

Hopkins.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HORNE.  —  ORION  :  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.    Tenth  Edition.    Cr.8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER  :  An  Anecdotic  Medley.   By  "  Thor- 

manby."    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HUNT.— ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

and  other  Pieces.     Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by   Edmund   Ollier.      Post  8vo, 
printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  2s      A'so  in  sm.  sq.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  at  same  price. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each:  post  Svo. illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    1    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System.  Containing 
a  Translation  of  all  his  Communications  on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  Statistics.      By  Renaud  Suzor,   M.B.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

TNGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED   TO  BE  FREE.    With  24  Illustrations 

by  G.  J.   Pinwell.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.    By  One  of  Them.    Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Phrceval  Graves.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid. ' 

TAMES.-A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN'S  HOUNDS.      By  Charles 

°     James.     Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

JANVIER. -PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  fis. m 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN.  I    THE   QUEEN  OP  -CONNAUGHT. 


JEFFERIES    (RICHARD),   WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  fid.  each. 

NATURE   NEAR  LONDON.  |   THE   LIFE   OF  THE   FIELDS.  1   THE   OPEN   AIR. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Edi- 

tion.     With  a  Photograph  Portrait.    Cruwn  8vo.  cloth  extra,  fis. 

JENNINGS  (H.  J.),  WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid. 

LORD  TENNYSON  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.      With  a  Photograph.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  fis. 

JEROME.  —  STAGELAND  :  Curious  Habits  and  Customs  of  its  In- 
habitants.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Sixteenth  Thousand.     Fcap.  4to,  cloth  extra,  3*.  fid. 

JERROLD.-THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jekrold.    Po^t  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  halt-bound,  2s. 

JERROLD  (TOM),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gd.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE;   A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illustrated. 
OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN;   The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 

JESSE.- SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.    By 

Edward  Jesse.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2s. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr. Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6.1.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  *tc.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
ham.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fi«.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whistoh. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  lews."     With  52 
Illustration?  and  Maps.    Two  Vols,   demy  8vo,  half-bound.  12*.  fid. 

ITEMPT.—  PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.    By 

Robert  Kempt.     Post  «vo.  cloth  limp,  2*.  fid. 

KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL    FACTS     AND     FICTIONS:     Humorous 

Sketches.     By  Mark  Kershaw.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2*.  fid. 

KEYSER.  —  CUT  BY~THE   MESS:   A  Novel.     By  Arthur  Keyser. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  1*. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  3*.  fid.  ea.  ;  post  Svo,  bds..  2*.  ea. 

A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    "THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

PASSION'S  BLAYE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BELL  BARRY.    2  vols.,  crown  8vo. . 

KINGSLEY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

0AKSH0T7  CASTLE.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
NUMBER   SEVENTEEN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  fid. 


KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  fis. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE   PATIENT'S   VADE    MECUM  :    How  to  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  fid. 

TAMB'S  (CHARLES)  COMPLETE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
**  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  shepherd.     With  Two  Portraits 

and  Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.''     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid. 

LANDOR.-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c,  belore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Peer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  whsch  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  hal'-Roxhnrghe,  2*.  fid. 

LANE.— THE   THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  I  HE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 
Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  evtra,  7s.  Od.each. 

LARDER.  — A    SlNN^H  b    Dam  iJiAl  l/fc  :    A  iNovel.      By   A.    Larder. 
Thiee  Vols.     Crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY.  "         " 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.    With  Illusts.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentriciues  of 
the  Cloth.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.        | THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 
JEUX   D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

LIFE- IN  LONDON ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor- 
inthian Tom.  With  Cruikshank's  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra, 
7s.  fid.  [New  Edition  preparing. 

UNSKILL.  -  IN  EXCHANGE  FOR  A  SOUL.      By  Mary  LinskiliT. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

LINTON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  fid.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES.  [         OURSELVES;  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.  each;  posi  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.each. 

SOWING  THE  WIND.  |  UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA   KEMBALL.  |  "MY   LOVE!"  |  IONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  I  PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 
THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         |         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

LONGFELLOW'S  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.;    post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

LUSIAD   (THE)  OF   CAMOENS.     Translated  into  English   Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.     With  14  Plates.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards.  18s. 

JflACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

TERESA   ITASCA,  and  other  Stories.     Crown  8vo,  bound  in  canvas,  2s.  fid. 
BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hf.nnf.ssy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 
EDNOR  WHITLOCK.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
Genera]  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (is.  each.  — And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
larse  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  lirnp,  2s.  6d. 

A  HISTORY    OF    THE    FOUR   GEORGES.      Four  Vols,  demy   8vo,  cloth  extra, 

12s.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  If.  ready 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE    NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE 
DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE  COMET  OF  A   SEASON. 
MAID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMPBELL- 
Praed.    Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin  h.,  m.p.),  works  by. 

THE   FRENCH   REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols.,  8vo,  12s.  each.     [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  ttd. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  Irish  History,  1798-1886.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

ENGLAND   UNDER  GLADSTONE,  1880-83.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HAFIZ   IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  »s.  ttd. 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  410,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOYEL.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is   ttd. 

DOOM!  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  p.cture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

LILY   LASS:  A  Romance.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  1*.  6d. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  FY7~ 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case,  21s.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  2s.  6d.  each. 

Vol.     I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,      II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  Songs. 

„    III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. — A  Book  of  Dreams. — 

Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 
,,     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  (      Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIIl.  The  Light  Princess. — The  Giant's  Heart. — Shadows. 
„      IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key. — The  Carasoyn. — Little  Daylight. 
„       X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o'  Riwen. — The  Castle.— The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 


THE  COMPLETE   POETICAL  WORKS  OF  DR.   GEORGE   MACDONALD.      Col- 
lected  and  arranged  by  the  Author.     Crown  bvo,  buckram,  6s.    .  [Shortly. 

MACDONELL.— (^AKERlJOUSINS  :  A  Novel.^vTGNEs"MACDONELL" 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTIMES    AND~PLAYERS  :    Notes  on  Popular 

Gainer,     by   Robert  Macgregor.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. __ 

MACKAY\=INTE"RLUDES  AND  UNDERTONESTorJvi^sic  at  Twilight; 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACLISE  PORTRAIT~GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRfOU STlTER- 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  ot  the  former  halt  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7w.  6d. 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  *s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  *,o  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.   Macquoid. 
PICTURES     AND     LEGENDS    FROM     NORMANDY    AND     BRITTANY.      With 

34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
THROUGH   NORMANDY.    With  92  Illustrations  byT.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.     With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 
THE  EYI£  EYE,  and  other  Stories.   1        L.0ST  ROSE* 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions  ior  producing  the  Limelight,  making  Oxygen  Gas,  ai.d  preparing  Lantern 
Slides.     By  T.  C    Hepwqrth.     With  io  Illustrations      Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  Gd. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiets,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With 200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  4».  C«l. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  3  leet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.     Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2*.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Poskivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  Od. 

POEMS.    Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIYING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MALLORY'S    (SIR    THOMAS)   MORT    D'ARTHUR  :   The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  ot  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)     Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       Post  8VQ,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  fcxtra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustration-. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
THE   GILDED  AGE.     By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY   OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 
THE    AMERICAN    CLAIMANT:    The    Adventures  of   Mulberry    Sellers.      With 

numerous  Illustrations. [Preparing, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  Gd.  each;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilgrim's  Progress.    With  234  Illustrations! 

(The  Twn-Nhilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE   ADYENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.     With  in  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP   ABROAD.    With  314  Illustrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations. 
LIFE  ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     With  300  Illustrations. 
ADYENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  &c.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.t  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2a, 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  bv  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  G*. 

MARRY  AT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
A  HARYEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE.     |  FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN  I   SESAME  t    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards.  2s. 

MASSINGER'S   PLAYS.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

by  Col  Cunningham      Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  G*. . 

MASTERMAN. -HALF-A-DOZEN    DAUGHTERS  :   A  Novel.      B^J. 

Masterman.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

L1ATTHEWS.-A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  By  Brander  Matthews. 

Pest  8vo,  illustrated  hoards,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2«.  Gd. 

MAYHEW.-LONDON  CHARACTERS  AND  THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.    By  Henry  Mayhew.     With  Illusts.   Crown  8vo,  clotb,  3s.  Gd. 
MENKEN.— INFELICIA :     Poems  by  Adah   Isaacs   Menken.       With 
Biographical    Preface,  Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and    F.  O.  C.  Parley,  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Le tter  from  Charles  Dickens.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

ME}OraNTUSTANGT0NA),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.     With  265  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

MiDDLEMASS   (JEAN),    NOVELS~BYT~   Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO.  I    MR.  DORILLION.     


MILLER.-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life: 

Human  Physiology,  with  its  application   to  the  Preservation  of  Health.     By  Mrs. 
F,  Fenwick  Miller,    Wjtb  numerous  Illustrations.   Pos«;  8yo,  cloth  limp,  2s9  G«?> 
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MILTON  (J.   L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  8vo,ls.  each;  cloth,  Is.  Oil.  each. 
THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  &c. 
THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE   SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.    Demy  8vo,  Is. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.  Svo, Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  coth,  1«.  Od. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHSON.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

PROSE  AND  YERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moore; 

with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.      Edited  by  R. 

Herne  Shepherd.    With  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gfl. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s.;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
THE  DEAD  MAN'S  SECRET;   or,  The  Valley  of  Gold:    A  Narrative  of  Strange 

Adventure.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY7~ 

Crown  Svo,  c'oth  extra.  3s.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 


HEARTS. 
THE  WAY   OF  THE 
WORLD. 


A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR. 
CYNIC  FORTUNE. 


A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 
YAL  STRANGE. 

Post  8vo.  picture  boards,  2s.  each. 

A  MODEL  FATHER.      [    BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA. 

OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.    With  Three  Illustrations  by  A.  McCormick.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6*. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  nvo,  cloth  extra  6s.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS. 

PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.     With  13  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  G.  Nicolet. 
THE  BISHOPS'  BIBLE.    Crown  Svo.  clocn  extra,  3s.  Od. 

MURRAY. -A  GAME  OF  BLUFF  :   A  Novel.      By  Henry   Murray. 

Post  8^o,  picture  board=,  2s.;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«l. 

NISBETlHUME),  BOOKS  BY" 

"BAIL   UP!"  A  Romarce  of  Bushrangers  and  Blacks.    Cr.  8vo,cl.  ex.,3s.O«l. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.     With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Oil. 

NOVELTSTS.-HALF-HOURS   WTTllTHEnBEST  NOVELISTS  OF 

THE  CENTURY.  Edit,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  [Preparing. 

O'CONNOR.  —  LORD    BEACONSFIELD  :    A  Biography.      By  T.  P. 

O  Connor,  MP.     Sixth  Edition,  with  an  Introduction.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

O'HANLON    (ALlCE)7"N0VELS~"BY.      Post  8vo,  illustratedboards,  2s.  each." 
THE   UNFORESEEN ._ [    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  With  q  Illustrations  by 
E.  Bayard.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

A  LAST  LOYE.  Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Translated  by  Albert  D.  Vandam.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Od. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo. illustrated  boards.  2fe.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.     _J  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND. 

WHITELADIES.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods, 
A.R. -\.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 

Q'REHlTTMRSQ.-PHCEBE'S  FORTUNES.     Post  Svo,  illust.  bdlT^ 
O'SHAUGHNESSY  (ARTHUR),   POEMS  BY. 

LAYS  OF   FRANCE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lOs.  Od. 
MUSIC  AND   MOONLIGHT.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7*.  Od. 
|ONGS  OF  A  WORKER,    Fcap.  &yq,  cloth  extra,  7*,  6d» 
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OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE'S 

GAGE. 
IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 
SYRLIN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  ttd 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
FOLLE-PARINE. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 
TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 

SHOES. 
SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


post  8vo,  illust.bds.,  2s.  each. 
MOTHS. 
PIPISTRELLO. 
A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE, 
IN   MAREMMA. 
BIMBI. 
WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  I  RUFFINO. 


SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.     Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«1. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

PASCAL'S   PROVINCIAL   LETTERS.     A  New  Translation,  with  His* 
torical  Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  M'Crie,  D.D.     Post  8vo.  cloth  limn.  2*. 

PAUL.— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.   With  Frontis- 
piece  by  Helen  Paterson.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6il.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Od.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2*.  each. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER'S  WORD. 

LESS    BLACK    THAN    WE'RE 

PAINTED. 
BY  PROXY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


A   GRAPE   FROM  A  THORN. 

FROM  EXILE. 

SOME  PRIVATE  YIEWS. 

THE  CANON'S  WARD. 

THE   TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 

HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY   OF  MIRBRIDGE. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 
THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 
THE  FAMILY   SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 
A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 
A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 
LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE   SON. 
A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON'S  YEAR.  I  CECIL'S  TRYST. 
MURPHY'S  MASTER. 
AT  HER  MERCY. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 

FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE   RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.      |      THE   BURNT  MILLION. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
IN  PERIL  AND  PRIYATION :   Stories  of  Marine  Adventure  Re-told.     With  17 

Illustrations. 
THE   WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 
SUNNY    STORIES,  and  some   SHADY    ONES.    With  a  Frontispiece  by   Fred. 

Barnard. 

NOTES  FROM  THE  "NEWS>    Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  gvo.ci., 2s. Od. each. 

PUCK  ON   PEGASUS.    With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.    With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

THE   MUSES   OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.    Post  8vo,  Is.  each ;  cloth,  Is.  Cd.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  the  Author    I    AN  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE. 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." 1    BURGLARS  IN   PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY  LOVELACE,    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2», 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE    PURSUIVANT    OF    ARMS;    or,    Heraldry    Founded    upon    Facts.      With 

Coloured  Frontispiece,  Five  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6s. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVLS  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS~MEN.     Translated  franTthe 

Greek,  with  No;   a  Critical  and   Historical,  and  a  Life    of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhukne.    With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  10s.  6d. 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 
THE   MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,   &c.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

POPE'S   POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
YALENTINA.                 |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         [  MRS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 
GERALD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PRINCESS   OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.     By 
the  Princess  Olga.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY.~~ 

FLOWERS  OF  THE   SKY.    With  55  Illusts.    Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
EASY  STAR   LESSONS.   With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Nigh    in  the  Year,  Drawings 

of  the  Constellations,  &c      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
FAMILIAR   SCIENCE   STUDIES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.    With  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.     With  numerous  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  8vo,  Is.  6d. 

PRYCE.-MISS   MAXWELL'S   AFFECTIONS.      By  Richard  PrycE; 

Author  of  "  The  Ugly  Story  of  Miss  Wetherby,"  &c.     2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

PAMBOSSON. -POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

A     of  the  Institute  of  France.    With  numerous  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

RANDOLPH. -AUNT  ABIGAIL  DYKES:  A  Novel.    By  Lt. -Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  6d.  each;  post8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.—  Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Tvpe,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  stvle,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pin  well. 
THE  COURSE   OF  TRUE   LOVE   NEVER  DID  RUN   SMOOTH.    Illustrated  by 

Helen  Paterson. 
THE   AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOYE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE   MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keenk. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.     Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT   YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.     Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 
THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illustrated  by  Helen  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A., 

C.  Green,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.     Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD    STORIES    OF     MEN     AND    OTHER   ANIMALS.     Illustrated    by    E.    A. 

Abbey,  Percy  Macquoid,  R.W.S.,  and  Joseph  Nash. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.    Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
READIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  PaulT&c.    Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette,  Is. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  With  an  Introduction 

by  Mrs.  Alex,  Ireland,  and  a  Steel-Plate  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. 
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RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  a*.  Gd.  eacn;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING.  |    WEIRD  STORIES. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN   PARTY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
UNINHABITED  HOUSE.   |  FAIRY  WATER.   |  MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS. 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.     With  55  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.     With  s8  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 
ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Major's  Edition.)    With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post,  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE. ]  THE   HANDS  OF  JUSTICE. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 
THE   POETS'  BIRDS.  I  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 

THE   POETS  AND  NATURE;  REPTILES,  FISHES,  INSECTS.  {Preparing. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.    With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-  Beuve.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
ROLL   OF    BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 
who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
A.n.  1066-7.    With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5*. 

ROWLEY    (HON.    HUGH),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.     Protusely  Illustrated. 

RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),   STORIES  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;   cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGN'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS.  | 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6*.  each;  post  8vo,  illustra-ed  boards,  2s.  each. 
ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  I    A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  YOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. |    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOYiJE. 

ON  THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

AN  OCEAN   TRAGEDY.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  eUra,  3*.  Gil. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

MY   SHIPMATE   LOUISE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3-.  lid. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^     A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     With  a  Note  by   Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  a 
Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s  Gd. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.     3  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

SALA.-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.     By  George  Augustus  Sala. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2«.       _ ___^_^ 

SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS:  MewoLs 

of  tne  Sanson  Family  (16^8  to  1847).     Crown  frvo,  clocn  extra.  3».  Gil. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gil.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE   LION   IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE   WHEEL.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  '.is.  Gil. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Gd.  each;  posr  >svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART  SALYAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

iSCIENCE-GOSSIP  :  An  Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange  for  Students 
and  Lovers  of  Nature.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted  to  Geology, 
Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physiography 
Photography,  *c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  5s.  per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
may  be  had,  7s.  Gd.  each;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5s.  each.   Cases  tor  Binding,  Is.  Gd. 
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SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6tl.  

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
WALKS  IN   ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE,  THE  FIRST  FOLIO— Mr.  William  Shakespeare's 

Comedies,    Histories,   and  Tragedies.      Published    according  to    the    true 

Originall  Copies.    London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount.     1623.— 

A  reduced  Photoeraphic  Reproduction.    Small  Svo.  half-Roxburehe.  7s.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN  :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKESPEARE.  With 

Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Mqyr  Smith.     Crown  4to,  c'oth.  6s. 

SHARP. -CHILDREN  OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel.      By  William 

Sharp.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SHELLEY.-THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY    BYSSHE    SHELLEY.      Edited,   Prefaced,  and    Annotated  by  R.    Her.ne 
Shepherd.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards.  3s.  6d.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais  &c. 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;   The  Witch  of 

Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Trvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta« 

tion  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays;    Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD.— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.      By  R.  H.  Sherard.     Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF   GENERAL 

P.H.SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols., demy  Svo,  cloth,  24s. 

SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Lie  an  d  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches,  Jokes,  &c.    With  10  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  "STs.  6d. 
THE  RIYALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIYALS    and  THE   SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6tl. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P.      Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  1 8s. 

SIGNBOARDS  :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters,  by  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6tl. 

SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limp,  2s.  61I.  each. 
ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS.  I    MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

THE   RING  0'  BELLS.  TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

MARY   JANE'S  MEMOIRS.  |    DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.   With  fo  Illustrations. 

TINKLETOP'S  CRIME.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffenhagen. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  clnth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE   POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 
DAGONET  DITTIES     From  the  Referee. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS. 


SISTER   DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.    Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d.j  cloth,  6d. 
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SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     By  Arthur  Sketchley. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

SLANG  DICTIONARY  (THE):  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anec- 
dotal.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  Gil. 

SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.    Post  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 
TALES  OF  OLD   THULE.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  c'oth.  6s. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  By  A  Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo, 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS  :  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.       By    Lord    Henry    Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum.  6s. 

SPALDING.-ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY  :  An  Essay  on  the  belief 
in  the  Existence  of  Devils.     By  T.  A.  Spalding.  LL.B.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  By7~ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE.  I         THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  and  A  BARREN  HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY- 

TITLE.  I  CROFT  MYSTERY. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6<I.  each. 
A  BARREN  TITLE.  |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE   SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.     By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

STAUNTON. -THE  LAWS  AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.     With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  5s.  

STEDMAN  (E.  C),  WORKS  BY. 

YICTORIAN  POETS.    Thirteenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 

THE   POETS  OF  AMERICA.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Os. 

STERNDALE.  —  THE    AFGHAN    KNIFE  :    A  Novel.       By  Robert 

Armitage  Sterndale.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth  evtra.  3<s.  6d.:  post  Bvo.  illngt.  hnsrrig   '2s. 

STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Eighth  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  YOYAGE.    Fourth  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.    Fifth  Edition. 
THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.     With  a  Frontispiece.     Third  Edition. 
THE  MERRY  MEN.    Second  Edition.     J    UNDERWOODS:  Poems.    Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.    Third  Edition. 
YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.    Fifth  Edition.      |         BALLADS. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Eleventh  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. ; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
PRINCE   OTTO.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.      Second   Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  Is. 

STODDARD.  -  SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.     By" 

C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 
Alice  Zimmern,   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  19  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul.     Third  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STRUTT'S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mum- 
meries, Shows,  &c,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
W  lliam  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6tl. 

SUBURBAN  HOMES  (THE)  OF  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.     With 

a  Map,  and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  "  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  6(1. 

GULLIYER'S  TRAVELS,  and   A  TALE   OF  A   TUB.      Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid 

paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
A  MONOGRAPH  OH  SWIFT.  ByJ.CHURTON  Collins.  Cr.8vo,  cloth,  8s.  {.Shortly. 


SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C), 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS 

OF  A.  C.  SWINBURNE,  Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 
ATALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
CHASTELARD:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo.  7s. 
NOTES    ON    POEMS    AND    REVIEWS. 

Demy  8vo,  Is. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.    First  Series. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  Second  Series. 

Crown  Svo    r  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 
POEMS  AND  BALLADS.   Third  Series. 

Crown  8vo,  7s. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.    Crown  8vo, 

lOs.  6«1. 
BOTHWELL:    A  Tragedy.      Crown  8vo, 

12s.  6«l. 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Cr.  Svo,  6s. 


WORKS  BY. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.     (See  Vol.  II.  of  G. 

Chapman's  Works.)    Crown  8vo,  6s. 
ESSAYS  AND   STUDIES.    Cr.  8vo,  12s. 
ERECHTHEUS:  A  Tragedy.    Cr.  8vc,  6s. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.    Crown 

Svo,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Svo,  7s. 
MARY  STUART:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo  8s 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Cr.  8vo.  9s 
A  CENTURY  OP  ROUNDELS.  Sm.  4to,  8s. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Cr.8vo,  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO:  A  Tragedy.    Crown 

8vo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Cr.8vo.6s. 
MISCELLANIES.    Crown  8vo,  1 2s. 
LOCRINE  :  A  Tragedy.     Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Cr.  8vo,  7s. 


SYMONDS.-WINE,  WOMEN,  AND  SONG  :  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  With  Essay  and  Trans,  by  J.  Apdingtqn  Symonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  parchment,  6s. 

SYNTAX'S   (DR.)   THREE    TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesque^ 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
_    trations,  and  Lite  of  th e  Author  by  j.  C.  Hotten.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«1 . 

TAINE'S    HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by" 

Henry  Van  Laun.    Four  Vols.,  medium  Svo,  cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR'S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  Illustrations. 


THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  365  Illustrations. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Clancartv, 


TAYLOR'S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  '"Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn.''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1. 
*»*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THACKERAY  ANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents  in 
his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  Books  of  his  Every-day  Reading. 
With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  61I. 

THAMES.— A   NEW   PICTORIAL   HISTORY   OF    THE    THAMES. 

By  A.  S-  Kraussb,    With  340  Illustrations     Post  8vo,  ls,5  cloth,  Js.  6«!, 
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THOPtf  AS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  8vo,  Cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea. 
CRE3SIDA.  |         THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER.         |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.   Introduction 

by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  7«.  Cd. 

THORNBURY   (WALTER),    WORKS   BY.     Cr.8vo.cl.  extra,  7s.  Gd.eachT 
THE   LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.     Founded  upon 
i  Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.     With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 

HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 

TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Wealth  and  Fashion, 
Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists, 
Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of  Letters,  &c.     With  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  '.is.  (id.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.      '  I    MARION  FAY. 

KEPT  IN   THE  DARK.  MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  I    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE.  |  AMERICAN   SENATOR. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <>d.  each;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
LIKE   SHIPS  UPON   THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    1    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  must  bds.,  2s. 
TROWBRIDGE.—  FARNELL'S  FOLLY:   A  Novel.      By  J.  T.  Trow- 

bridge.   Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (C.   C.   FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :   A  Novel.     By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.                               I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE.                                  THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 
LADY  BELL.  I 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE   BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE.  DISAPPEARED. 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.  THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


X/ILLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.    By  Linda  Villari.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture 

cover  Is. 

WALT    WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.      Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.   With  Portrait.   Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

WALTON^AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER;   or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  6i  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

WARD  (HERBERT),  WORKS  BY. 

FIVE  YEARS  WITH   THE   CONGO  CANNIBALS.     With  92  Illustrations  by  the 

Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  R.  Davis.   Third  ed.    Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  14s. 

MY   LIFE   WITH   STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD.     With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 

F.R.G.S.     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WARNER. -A    ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY.      By  Charles  Dudley 
Warner.    Crown  8yo,  cloth  extra,  Os» 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFORD'S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1891).  Contain- 
ing the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education.  &c,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families, 
their  Heirs.  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  8vo, cloth  gilt,  50s. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1891).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 
Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.     32010.  cloth.  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1891).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets 
of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c.    32010,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1891).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 
ot  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.   32010,  cloth,  Is. 

WALFORD'S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1891).  Containing  a  List  of  all 
Members  of  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs.  &c.     32010,  cloth.  Is. 

WALFORD'S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND 
HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1891).     Royal  32010.  cloth  extra,  gilt  «dye«  5s. 

WALFORD'S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1891). 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  i2s.  6d. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gel. 

WILLIAM  PITT;  A  B  ography.  PostSvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

WARRANT  TO   EXECUTE   CHARLES  I.    A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

signatures  and  Stals      Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     2s. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY   QUEEN   OF   SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.     2s. 

WEATHER7~H0W~T0  FORETEHTTHETWITH   POCKET  SPEC- 
troscope.     Bv  F.  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations     Cr.  8yo  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  Gd. 

WESTROPP.-HANDBOOK  OF  POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    By 

Hopper  M.  Westropp.      With  Illusts.  and  Lis*  of  Marks.    Cr.  evo.  cloth,  4s.  Gd. 

WHIST.-  HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WHISfi      By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

WHISTLER'S  (MR.)  TEN  O'CLOCK.     Cr.  8vo,  hand-made  paper,  Is. 
WHITE.-THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE.     By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.     Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.    With  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 

WILLIAMSON.-A  CHILD  WIDOW.      By  Mrs.  F.  H.  Williamson? 

Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.   With  2^9  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 
LEAYES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex..  Gs. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo.  Is.;  cl.,  Is.Gd. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  ^  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

WINTER    (J.    S.),    STORIES    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
CAVALRY  LIFE. |  REGIMENTAL   LEGENDS. 

WISSMANN.-MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH    EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA,  from  the  Congo  to  the  Zambesi,  in  1886,  18S7.  By  Major  Hermann  von 
Wissmann.  Trans,  by  M.  J.  A.  Bergmann.  Map  by  V.  S.  Weller  and  92  Illusts. 
bv  R.  Heligrewe  and  Klein-Chevalier.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s.       [Shortly. 

WOOD.— SABINA  :   A  Novel.     By  Lady  Wood.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s~. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES-!^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOLLEY.—  RACHEL  ARMSTRONG;   or,   Love  and  Theology.     By 
__Celia  Parker  Woolley.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

WRIGHT   (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.      With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures, 

Squibs,  Broadsides.  Window  Pictures,  &c. 
HISTORY   OF    CARICATURE  AND    OF    THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA- 

TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 
*    LAND  AT  LAST.  j         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     |     CASTAWAY, 
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LISTS  OF  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED   IN   SERIES. 


f*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 


THE   MAYFAIR  LIBRARY. 
A  Journey  Round  My  Room.   By  Xavier 

DE   MAISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    Bv  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 

"  Burton's  Anatomy  ot  Melancholy." 
The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Literary  Frivolities,   Fancies,   Follies, 

and  Frolics.    By  YV.  T.  Dobson. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    First  Series. 
W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  T.Jennings. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  Kempt. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Little  Essays:  trom  Lamb's  Letters. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.    Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  &  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Yirginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  VV.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    Bv  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.     By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 
Bayaid  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the  Echo 

Club. 
Bennett's  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett's  Songs  for  Sailors. 
Godwin's  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope's  Poetical  Works. 
Holmes's  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 
Holmes's  Professor  at  Breakfast  Table. 
Jesse's  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 
Leigh    Hunt's    Tale    for    a    Chimney 

Corner. 
Mallory's  Mort  d'Arthur:  Se'ections. 
Pascal's  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  &  Reflections. 


THE  WANDERER'S   LIBRARY. 
Wanderings  in  Patagonia.     By  Julius 

Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.    By 

G.  Daniel.    Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 

Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwood.    I 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.     James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse- Wartegg.  22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.     Illustrated. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 


Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 
Jeff  Briggs's  Love  Story.    Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon, 
Sentenced!    By  Someryille  Gibney. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's    Diamonds.      By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.    By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.    By 

Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.     By 

Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.    By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.    J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Lily  Lass.    Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 


Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    By  W.  Minto. 
That  Girl  in  Black.    Mrs.  Molesworth. 
Notes  from  the  "News."    ByjAs.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps.. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.    By  C.  L.  Pirkis.. 
Bible  Characters.    By  Charles  Reade.. 
Rogues.     By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims.. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.    T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked.    By  T.  W.  Speight. 
Father  Damien.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 
A  Double  Bond.     By  Linda  Villari. 
My  Life  with  Stanley's  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward, 
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MY    LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  h^lf-Roxburghe,  2*.  Gil.  each. 

Four  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson.    I   Christie  Johnstone.  Bv  Charles  Reads. 

Citation  and  Examination  of  Wiiliam  With  a  Photogravure  Frontspiece. 

Shakspeare.    By  W.  S.  Landor.  I    Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37  IUusts.  by  George  Cruikshink. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 

With  85  Illustrations. 
The  Barber's  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.    By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.  By  Brillat- 

Savarin.    Trans.  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Ed  E.  Ollier. 
The  Natural  History  of  Selborne.     By 

Gilbert  White. 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The   Tale  of  a 

Tub.     By  Dean  Swift. 
The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 

Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    J.  Larwood. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 


Library  Editions  of  Novels  by 
crown  8vo,  cloth 
By  GRANT  AL.fc.EIV. 
Philistia.  I  For  Maimie's  Sake. 

Babylon  |  The  Devil's  Die. 

In  all  Shades.         I  This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Tents  of  Shem.  |  The  Great  Taboo. 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  W.  BE8AIVT  &  J.  RICE. 


the  Best  Authors,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  JJs.  6d.  each. 

By  9Irs.II.  LOTETT  CAUIE  RON. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |  Deceivers  Eyer. 
By  WILKIE    COLLINS. 

Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years' Tenant. 


My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
ThisSonofYulcan. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  W ALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Yery  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 
esse. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon 
Herr  Paulus. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline, 


The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 
Heir  of  Linne. 


God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 
Matt. 

By  HALL  CA1NE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 
UIOBT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
Yillage  Comedy.     |  You  Play  Me  False 


Antonina.  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone, 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs? 
New  Magdalen. 


The  Frozen  Daep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Loyc 


By  BUTTON  €OOK. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   WILLIAT1    CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

ByALPIIONSE   DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist ;  or,  Port  Salvation. 
By  JAMES  BE  ITIILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITH  BE  R  WE  NT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |     Circe's  Lovers. 

By  Ulrs.  ANNIE  EBWARBES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  G.  1VIANV1LLE   FENN. 

The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCY   FITZGERALD. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Queen  Cophetua.     I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave  ? 

Pre/,  by  Sir  BARTLE  ERE  RE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EBWARB   GARRETT. 
The  Capel  Girls. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 
By  CIIAKI.ES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

In  Honour  Bound.  |  Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.  I  Dust. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Fortune's  Fool. 

Sebastian  Strome.  |  Beatrix  Randolph. 
Dayid  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC   HENBERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  Mis.  ALFRED    HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  JEAN  INGELOW 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  K.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"  The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

By  HENRY   KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kembalk  I  lone. 
Under  which  Lord?    Paston  Carew. 
"  My  Love ! "  I  Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY   W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  justin  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.         I  Donna  Quixote. 
Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 
Miss  Misanthrope.  I  Camiola. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours.  „ 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES   MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

By  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Open!  Sesame! 
By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

Life's  Atonement.   I  Yal  Strange. 

Joseph's  Coat.  Hearts. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY  &  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible. 

By  GEORGES   OHNET. 

A  Weird  Gift,  


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  Mis.  OLIPIIANT. 

Whiteladies. 

By  OH  DA. 


Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. 
Moths.     1   Rufflno. 
Pipistrallo. 
AYillage  Commune 
Bimbi.     |  Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar.   |    Syrlin. 
Guilderoy. 

PAUL. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.    |    Puck. 
Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.  |    Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 

By  MARGARET  A 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

Ry  JAMES   PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Some  Private  Views. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

Walter's  Word.         Talk  of  the  Town. 

By  Proxy.  Holiday  Tasks. 

High  Spirits.  The  Burnt  Million. 

Under  one  Roof.       The  Word  and  the 

From  Exile.  Will. 

Glow-worm  Tales.     Sunny  Stories. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Yalentina.  j  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Ry  CHARLES  REABE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash.  Wandering  Heir. 

Peg  Woffington.         A  Woman-Hater 
ChristieJohnstone.    A  Simpleton. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  ReadUna. 

Foul  Play.  The  Jilt. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  R1DBELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 

By  JOHN   SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers, 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
ByKATIIlRlNE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |  Sebastian. 

By  HAWLEY   SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA    THOJIAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  FRANCES   E.  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         |  Mabel's  Progress. 


The  Piccadilly  (36)  Novels— continued. 
By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     |  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  |  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  C.  €.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLEB, 

Th3  Bride's  Pass.    I  Lady  Bell. 
Noblesse  Oblige.      |  Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS  OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


By  ARTEMIS   WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  IIAMILTOIV   AIRE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.   |  Confidences. 
By  1HARV   ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

Bt  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow?  |  Yalerie's  Fate. 

By  GRAM  AEEEN. 
Strange  Stories.      I  The  Devil's  Die. 
Philistia.  This  Mortal  Coil. 

Babylon.  I  In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 
For  Maimie's  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shem. 

By  ALAN  8T.AUB1N. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK    BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death. 
BySHEESEE  If  BEAUCHAUIP. 
Grantley  Grange. 
By  W.  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 


The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years'  Tenant. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER   BE S 4 NT. 
Dorothy  Forster.     I  Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Paulus. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Yery  Well  Then 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
Tbe  Bell  of  St.  Paul's, 


By  FREBERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.  |  Savage  Life. 

Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

By  BRET    IIARTE, 
Flip.  I  Californian  Stories 

Maruja.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the    The  Martyrdom  of 

Sword.  Madeline. 

A  Child  of  Nature.    Annan  Water. 
God  and  the  Man.    The  New  Abelard. 
Love  Me  for  Ever.    Matt. 
Foxglove  Manor.       The  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HALL    CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.       |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By   Uis.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

HIORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  I  Village  Comedy. 
Frances.  |  You  Play  me  False. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  WILK1E    COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 
After  Dark. 
No  Name. 
Antonina.  1   Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C.  EGBERT   CRADDOCK. 

Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE   DAIDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  JAMES  BE   ITIILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  LEITH   BE  R  WE  NT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  CHARLES   DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.     I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    I  Nicholas  Nickleby. 

By  DICK  BONO  VAN. 

The  Man-Hunter.     |  Caught  at  Last! 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

By  CONAN  DOYLE,  Ac. 
Strange  Secrets. 

By   Tlrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 
By  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kilty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLE8TON. 
Roxy. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.     |  Fatal  Zero. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
ALBANY    DE    FONBLANQCE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  I  Queen  Cophetua. 

One  by  One.  I  King  or  Knave? 

A  Real  Queen.         |  Romances  of  Law. 

By  HAROLD   FREDERICK. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 

Pre*,  by  Sir  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  IIAIN   FR I  SWELL. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES   GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 
Fancy  Free. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King*. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 

A  Noble  Woman. 

By  JOHN  HABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou.    |  Country  Luck. 
By  ANDREW   HALLIDAY. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DUFF US  HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK  HARWOOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.  Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna.  Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL   HOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 

'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thcvnicroft's  Model.  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.    |  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN   INGE LOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 

A  Drawn  Game.      I  Passion's  Slave* 
"  The  Wearing  of  the  Green," 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  HENRY   K1IVGSLEY. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

By  JOHN  EEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  MARY   EINSItIt.lL. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul. 

By  E.  EYNN   EINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball.  I  Paston  Carew. 

World  Well  Lost.      "  My  Love ! " 

Under  which  Lord?  I  lone. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  HENRY   W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  Justin  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  I  Donna  Quixote. 

Linley  Rochford.       Maid  of  Athens. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  |  Camiola. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  AGNES  MACBONEEE. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

KATHARINE    S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  IT1ALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE   MARRYAT. 

Open !  Sesame !        I  Fighting  the  Air. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Written  in  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANBER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  JEAN  MIBOEEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go.        |  Mr.  Dorillion. 
By  Mrs.  MOEESWOBTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 

By  B.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Yal  Strange. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 

By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

By  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  AEICE   O'HANEON. 

The  Unforeseen.      |  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Hearts. 

Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 
Doctor  Rameau.      |  A  Last  Love. 
By  Mrs.  OEtPHANT. 
Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 
By  Mrs.  ROBERT  O'REILLV. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 


By  Ol 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess    Naprax- 

ine. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Ccm- 


IBA. 

Two  Little  Wooden 

Shoes. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Pipistrello. 
A    Yillage 

mune. 
Bimbi. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Othmar. 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Ouida's    Wisdom, 

Wit,  and  Pathos. 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAIL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 
By  Proxy. 
Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Carlyon's  Year. 
From  Exile. 
For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks, 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  TrystI 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

By  C.  E.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EBGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  J  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald. 


33 


CHAtTO   Sc   WlNDllS,   214,    PICCADILLY. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 
By  CMAJBL.ES  BEADE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Loye  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Woffington. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 


A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

The  Jilt. 


By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Weird  Stories.         |  Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

tfhe  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

By  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAMES  BUNCIMAN. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

GEORGE   AUGUSTUS  SA1,A. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.      |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

Ry  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merryweather.  I  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.         |  Sebastian. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Ry  GEOBGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day.   |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop's  Crime. 

Ry  ARTHUR  SKETCULEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

Ry  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  |  By  Deyious  Ways. 

Hoodwinked,  &c. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

Ry  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights.  |    Prince  Otto. 

15 Y  BERTHA   THOMAS. 

Cressida.  I  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 

Ry  WALTER  THORNRURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.         i  Mabel's  Progress. 

Ry  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

Frau  Frohmann.     I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Marion  Fay.  |  John  Caldigate. 

The  Way  We  Liye  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarboi'ough's  Family. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  J.  T.  TROWRRIDGE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
By  MARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawyer.  |  A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

By  C.  C.  FRASEIi-TYTLER. 
Mistrass  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

The  Bride's  Pass.    I  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 
Saint Mungo'sCity.    Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 

Ry  .1.  8.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  II.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Ry  Lady  WOOB. 

Sabina. 

CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong ;  or,  Love  &  Theology 

Ry  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 
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